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CHAPTER  I. 


I 


PLOTTING  AGAINST  THE  NEW  BOY. 


1  ‘-'Well,  Henry,”  said  a  tall,  heavily-built  youth,  in  the 
)rridor  of  Merrivale  Academy,  to  another  fellow  stand- 
ig  at  his  side,  “  don’t  you  think  it  about  time  for  us  to 
ikt?  the  wind  out  of  that  smartie’s  sails  ?” 

•  He  motioned  toward  a  young  chap  who  hurried  past 
fem,  toward  a  lecture-room  at  the  far  end  of  the  hall- 

ray. 

I  His  companion  scowled. 

it  is  time,  Nash,”  said  the  one  addressed 
.3  llenrv,  "‘and  Chigger  Howard  and  I  have  been  doping 
pja  little  scheme  which  will  make  him  take  in  a  reef  or 
»  of  his  chest.  You  know  that  Dick  Daresome 'thinks 
is  the  loud  noise  in  this  school.” 

•*  V.'  will  teach  him  that  he’s  not  even  a  little  squeak,” 
r. -vve-red  the  tall  fellow.  “As  sure  as  my  name  is  Nash 
a  ••or..  I’ll  fix  him  up  and  down.  Mainly  down,  too.” 
"Here’s  our  scheme,  and  I  guess  you’ll  want  to  be  in 
the  ground  floor,  Nash,”  said  the  other. 

Just  lead  me  to  it,  Henry  Benson,”  said  Nash,  “and 
1)  get  up  a  club  for  the  suppression  of  Dick  Dare- 
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t;  e  scheme.  We  will  get  a  bunch  of  fellows 
light  or  to-morrow  night  we  will  get  into 
r  ake  him  ride  the  goat.”  1 

\  little  hazing,  k  it?  Well,  that  suits  me; 
•  mighty  careful.}  i {cm ember,  that  the  prin¬ 


cipal  has  threatened  to  expel  any  fellows  who  are  caught 
hazing  any  new  boys.” 

“That’s  all  right,  Nash,”  replied  Benson,  “but  I  know 
a  trick  or  two.  We’ve  done  other  things  that  would  have 
bounced  us  long  ago;  you  know  that  as  well  as  I  do.  And 
if  it  hadn’t  been  for  a  little  gray  matter  up  under  our  class 
caps  we’d  have  waved  our  last  good-by  to  old  Merrivale 
Academy.” 

“You’re  all  right,  Henry,  I’ll  admit,”  said  Clayton. 
"“You  have  more  tricks  in  your  head  than  any  fellow  I 
ever  knew.  I  only  want  you  to  plan  it  cautiously,  that’s 
ail.” 

“Shure,  an’  Oi  will,”  said  Henry,  imitating  an  Irish 
brogue.  “But  faith  an’  ’tis  a  terrible  job  to  do  annythin’ 
widout  risk.” 

“Can  we  use  Pete,  the  janitor  of  the  dormitory  building 
where  the  fellows  all  sleep?”  , 

“That’s  a  puzzle  to  my  mind.  You  remember  that  we 
used  Pete  1 1  mail  an  anonymous  letter  to  Belleville  'Acad¬ 
emy  last  week,  and  he  nearly  turned  on  us.  If  the  contents 
of  that  letter  had  come  out,  we  would  i.ave  beep- expelled . 
And  I  think  .Pete  is  wise — except  when  lie's  drunk.” 

“Then  we’d  better  get  him  drunk  again.” 

“He  generally  ih,  every  night  of  late,  and  so  I  guess  we 
can  just  dodge  hiija.  How  about  to-night?” 

“I’m  with  you.  Henry.  Where  shall  we  meet?” 

“Down  in  my  room,”  said  Benson,  as  they  started  away 
in  different  directions,  “just  before  the  lights  go  out.  I’ll 
get  some  apparatus  that  will  help  us.  Good-by  lor  now.” 
Clayton  waved  [his  hand  in'  a  half  palute,  and  the  two 
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“1  guess  Dick  Daresomc  will  get  all  the  hazing  on  the 
market/’  said  Clayton  to  himself  as  he  hurried  into  the 
history  classroom. 

'The  class  had  already  assembled,  and  the  students  were 
in  their  seats.  Professor  Watts,  who  had  it  in  charge, 
looked  up  rather  sternly  when  he  saw  who  the  tardy  one 
was.  lie  was  none  too  fond  of  Clayton,  and  it  was  easy 
to  see  that  he  would  stand  for  no  nonsense. 

Clayton,  why  are  you  late?”  demanded  the  professor. 
I’m  not  late,”  curtly  replied  the  fellow.  “ Anyway,  if 
I  am  behind  a  minute  or  so,  it’s  because  I’m  not  running 
any  Marathon  race  to  this  class.  That’s  all  there  is  about 
it.” 

The  professor  flushed  a  little,  and  his  mouth  twitched. 

“You’ll  find  out  before  very  long  that  there  is  more  than 
you  think  about  it.  Your  class  record  is  as  bad  as  your 
manners  and  attendance  so  there  is  a  reckoning  coming, 
Nash  Clayton.” 

“  Aw,  what  do  I  care !  I  don't  get  a  square  deal  in  this 
room,  anyway,”  muttered  Clayton  to  himself,  yet  in  a  voice 
loud  enough  to  carry  around  the  room. 

The  professor  heard  this  insolent  retort,  but  he  arose 
and  went  toward  the  map  at  one  side  of  the  room. 

“I  don’t  propose  to  argue  matters  like  this  in  the  class¬ 
room.  I  give  a  square  deal  to  every  square  fellow  who 
comes  in  contact  with  me,  and  I  guess  the  lesson  can  go 
on;  but  any  more  sarcasm  from  Clayton  will  mean  a*long 
silence  and  a  vacant  seat  in  this  history  class.” 

With  which  significant  speech  he  turned  toward  the 
map  and  began  his  lecture  on  one  of  the  great  batjles  of 
the  Civil  War.  The  boys  of  the  class  were  all  deeply 
interested  in  this  subject,  and  paid  close  attention. 

That  is,  all  but  Nash  Clayton  and  one  or  two  of  his  boon 
companions,  in  the  rear  of  the  room. 

These  fellows  kept  up  a  whispered  conversation  of  jokes 
and  any  other  matters  which  entered  their  heads,  which 
might  interfere  with  the  lecture. 

The  professor  glanced  back  several  times,  but  he  was 
a  believer  in  trusting  to  his  students’  honor,  and  preferred 
to  have  no  squabbles  in  classes. 

“I’ll  attend  to  those  fellows  after  this  class,”  thought 
he  to  himself,  as  he  calmly  went  on  with  his  lecture. 

The  low-voiced  whispering  and  murmuring  increased, 
Clayton  shuffled  his  feet  noisily. 

i  orderly  and  studious  chaps  in  the  class,  interested 
*  j  vir  country’s  history,  like  all  healthy  American  boys, 

came  impatient. 

t  last  Dick  Daresomc  whirled  around  in  his  seat,  and 
fitting  voice,  distinctly  audible  all  over  the  room', 
napped' out  to  the  impolite  fellows: 

“For  goodness’  sf-ke,  cut  out  that  racket!” 

The  professor  iJmiled  to  himself,  for  hn^rljoyed  seeing 
Clayton  humiliates  by  a  member  of  the  plass. 

Clayton  glared  at  Dick. 

“Are  you  speaking  to  me,  you  freshie?”  he  blurted  out 
n  an  angry  voice. 

“Yes;  you  are  the  worst  of  them  all,]’  retorted  Dick. 
Why  don't  you  fellows  act  as  if  you’d  been  brought  up 
omewhere  else  than  in  a  barroom?” 

The  big  bully  flushed,  amt  the  shot  struck  home.  lie 
ealized,  as  well  as  any  one,  that  he  \/as  in  the  wronn 


in  a 


and  the  laughter  of  his  classmates  infuriated  him  6 

more. 

“I’ll  show  you!”  he  muttered;  but  seeing  that  he  hj 
been  made  to  appear  ridiculous,  he  had  enough  good  sen 
to  remain  silent  for  the  rest  of  the  lecture  period. 

At  its  ending  the  professor  closed  his  note-book  ai 
stood  up. 

“Young  men,  for  you  are  young  men,”  said  he,  “t 


affairs  of  this  class  have  become  serious.  You  are  sent  he 


to  be  educated,  for  which  your  parents  are  paying  the, 
hard-earned  money.  I  know  that  the  majority  of  you  a 
not  wealthy  boys  and  that  it  is  at  a  sacrifice  that  most  j 
you  are  here  at  this  boarding-school.  Now,  when  the  rougj 
ill-bred  element  of  this  class  make  a  racket  and  try  f 
break  up  the  class  work,  it  is  practically  the  same  as  stea 
ing  money  from  your  parents.  Will  you  stand  for  that. 

“No,  we  won’t!”  cried  the  boys. 

Clayton  and  his  friends  flushed,  and  fingered  their  book 
nervously. 

“All  right,  then,”  said  Professor  Watts.  “It  rests  witf 
you.  The  bad  element  of  this  class,  by  interfering^  wjU; 
lectures  and  wasting  time,  are  squandering  the  money  whicl ! 
your  parents  pay  for  your  education.  We  teachers  do  no 
mind;  we  get  our  salaries  just  the  same;  but  you  boy 
do  not  get  your  money’s  worth.  I  leave  it  in  your  hanc 
entirely  to  remedy  this  condition.” 

“We  will,  professor!”  cried  Dick  Daresome,  and  tl 
majority  of  the  class  pounded  on  their  desks  to  show  thei 
willingness  to  help. 

“The  low-down  sneak !”  muttered  Clayton  angrily. 

“All  right,  then/”  continued  Professor  Watts,  “settle  1 
yourselves.  Clayton  has  been  acting  this  way  long  enough 
It  is  up  to  you  decent  fellows,  and  we  will  stand  by  what  ^ 
ever  action  you  take.” 

Leaping  to  his  feet,  Clayton  hurried  from  the  room;  hA 
lowed  by(  his  friends.  The  remainder  of  the  boys  sat  ii 
their  seats  for  an  instant  longer,  cheering. 

“Wait  a  little  while,  boys,”  said  Dick  Daresome,  rising 
and  facing  his  classmates.  “I’ve  got  a  scheme.” 

“What  is  it,  Daresome?”  asked  they. 

“It  is  that  we  pass  a  vote  of  the  class  forbidding  Clavtoi 
and  his  crowd  to  take  part  in  the  class  work  if  this  rough-| 
house  business  keeps  up.” 

“Good  work,  Dick !”  said  Chester  Brown, >his  lame  friendj 

“Then  i£  they  do  keep  it  up  we  will  pe^oiTTliefu 
cipal  to  throw  them  out  of  the  class.  My  mother  is  noneT. 
too  well  off,  and  I  can’t  afford  to  have  her  money  wasted;! 
and  I  guess  you  other  fellows  are  of  the  same  mind.” 

“You  bet  we  are!”  cried  the  boys. 


u  n 


Then  I  make  the  motion  that  all  disorderlv  students. 


t 


be  kept  out  of  the  class  if  they  repeat  their  actions  of  to-  i 
day,”  said  Chester.  '  : 

“Does  any  one  second  that  motion?”  asked  Dick  Dare- 
some.  “We  might  as  well  make  it  according  to  rules.” 

“I  second  it!”  called  one  of  the  other  boys.  “And  I 
propose  that  we  hand  in  to  Professor  Walls  a  written  re¬ 
port  of  our  action.”  J  , 

“All  in  favor  say  ‘Ay !'  j’  cried  Dick,  who  had  taken 
charge  of  the  little  meeting.  . 

Professor  Watts  sat  on  /he  platform  with  a  smile  on 
his  face,  for  he  was  pleased  at  the  manly  and  honest  wav 
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'.n  which  the  boys  supported  him  in  his  efforts  to  main¬ 
tain  order, 

.  “Ay  !  ay !  ay  !”  cried  the  class  members  in  noisy  tones. 

'  4*lhen  our  motion  is  carried  unanimously,-  so  there's 
no  use  in  calling  for  the  nays,”  said  Dick.  “Chester,  will 
you  write  that  down?  Then  we'll  hand  it  in  to  the  pro¬ 
fessor.  ^ 

Chester  nodded  his  head,  and  neatly  inscribed  the  reso- 
luiion,  which  all  the  boys  signed. 

Dick  Daresome's  name  led  the  list,  and  he  smiled  as  he 
handed  it  to  Professor  Watts. 

“I  guess  I'll  be  picked  out  as  the  leader  of  the  law-and- 
crder  party,  won’t  I,  professor?”  he  asked.  “Well,  I  don’t 
mind  it,  I  am  sure.” 

“  I  am  going  to  show  this  to  the  principal,  and  then  have 
it  posted  on  one  of  the  bulletin  boards,”  said  the  profes¬ 
sor.  “I  guess  you  can  take  care  of  yourself  against  that 
Clayton  and  his  friends:  and  besides,  it  is  a  good  thing 
to  encourage  the  decent  students  to  run  the  school  them¬ 
selves.” 

.  The  boys  took  up  their  books  and  started  for  the  door, 
^vtfiqir  ^way  to  luncheon  in  the  messroom  of  Merrivale 
Academy.  .  . 

“Thank  you,  boys,  for  your  politeness,”  said  the  profes¬ 
sor,  and  the  lads  gave  him  a  good,  old-fashioned  cheer. 

Down  the  corridor  and  out  of  the  door  they  trooped. 

“Say,  Chester,”  said  Dick,  “it  is  certainly  getting  win¬ 
try  and  cold  out  here.  We’ll  be  having  snow  before  night, 
don't  you  think  so?” 

“Yes;  and  then  wait  until  you  see  the  fun,”  answered 
the  lame  boy  gleefully. 

“Why,  what  will  be  doing?”  asked  our  young  hero. 

“The  boys  divide  into  halves  in  this  school  the  morn¬ 
ing  of  the  first  snow  storm  of  the  year  and  have  an  old- 
fashioned  snow  battle.  It  is  one  of  the  customs  of  the 
jgpknol  that’s  been  handed  down  year  after  year,  and  it  is 
certainly  one  of  the  hottest  fights  you  ever  saw.” 

“Do  you  get  into  it?”  asked  Dick  of  the  little  crippled 
chap. 

“You  jq.st  bet  I  do,”  said  Chester  stanchly.  “I’ve  a 
game  leg,  1  know,  but  I  can  throw  a  snowball  as  straight 
and  hard  as  the  next  one,  and  I’ll  show  you  some  tricks, 
Dick.” 

“All  right,  then,”  said  Dick.  “I’ll  be  sure  to  get  on 
the  same  side  you’re  on,  Ches,  if  you’re  such  a  dead  shot 


af  Yyth^tWYlow  do  they  decide  the  division?” 


‘^Weff,  all  the  fellows  who  live  in  the  west  end  of  the 
dormitory  scrap  with  those  who  live  in  the  east  end,  and 
they  let  that  divide  them.  You  know,  the  building  is 
partitioned  in  two  that  way,  with  separate  entrances  at 
each  end,  and  walls  separating  the  long  halls  in  the  mid¬ 


dle. 
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•  “I  have  wondered  about  those  walls,”  said  Dick. 

“They  weren’t  always  there,”  said  Chester,  “but  the 
/fellows  used  to  have  bowling  contests  and  running  races 
down  the  corridors  at  all  hours  of  the  night,  and  the  prin¬ 
cipal  decided  that  one  gymnasium  in  the  school  was 
enough,  so  he  divided  the  building  off.” 

“Doesn’t  Clayton  live  down  in  the  other  half  of  the  dor¬ 
mitory?”  asked  Dick. 

“Sure!”  said  Chester;  “apd  we’ll  get  a  lovely  chance 
to  pay  back  nine  more  interest.  Say !  we’re  handing  him 


so  many  lemons  lately  that  he  can  start  up  a  plantation 
soon,  can't  lie,  Dick?” 

Our  hero  laughed,  and  then  grew  serious. 

“Well,  I  don’t  mind,  but  you  mustn’t  forget,  Chester, 
that  they  will  try  to  get  even  with  us  all,  and  particularly  i 
with  you,  for  it  was  that  scrap  with  Clayton,  when  he  tried 
to  beat  you  up,  that  started  all  the  trouble.”  » 

“Oh,  I’ll  be  wary,  all  right,”  said  the  lame  boy  cheer¬ 
fully.  “I’ve  been  in  this  school  long  enough  to  know  that 
Nash  Clayton  and  his  bunch  aren’t  near  as  clever  as  they  i 
think  they  are.  And  there’s  something  which  can  beat  < 
brute  force  any  day  in  the  week.” 

“What’s  that,  little  wise  man?”  asked  Dick. 

“It’s  gray  matter  under  the  thatch;  or,  in  other  words, 
a  little  horse  sense.  Those  chaps  have  been  bossing  this  3; 
crowd  so  long,  Dick,  that  they  are  too  confident.  So  i 
we’ll  just  catch  them  up  when  they  don’t  expect  it.”  it 
“Why,  what  do  you  think  they’ve  been  doing?”  asked  t 
Dick. 

*  Chester  looked  around  him  cautiously,  and  then,  seeing  1 
that  none  of  the  other  boys  were  within  earshot,  he  said  ] 
softly :  ai 

“  Dick,  those  fellows  have  been  stealing  stores  from  the  ;n 
dining-hall  of  the  school,  and  I  know  it.  They’ve  swiped  ai 
preserves,  canned  goods,  pies,  and  all  sorts  of  junk.” 

“Why,  how  do  you  know  this?”  asked  Daresome  in  sur¬ 
prise.  fa 

“I’ve  seen  them  lugging  the  things  into  Benson’s  room 
at  night — from  my  window.  You  know,  I  am  not  veryai 
much  of  a  sleepy-head,  and  so  I  often  sit  up  for  hours  in  o 
my  window-seat,  just  looking  out  into  the  night,  and 
thinking  crazy,  kiddish  thoughts.  But  my  eyes  are  open.au 
and  I’ve  seen  Henry  Benson  and  Nash  Clayton  carrying 
on  some  very  funny  games.”  v  icl 

“Well,  of  all  things!”  said  Dick  in  surprise.  “What  dc . 
you  think  ought  to  be  done  about  it?” 

“I’m  no  tattle-tale,  Dick,”  said  Chester,  “and  I’m  aaisi 
good  a  sport  for  a  lark  as  any  fellow;  but  those  fellowove 
act  as  if  they  thought  the  whole  school  was  theirs.  Theses 
put  the  lectures  on  the  blink,  and  now  they  do  this  pett; 
thievery  of  the  supplies  of  the  school.”  30 

“That’s  pretty  low  down,  I  think,  don’t  you?”  askeaii 
Dick. 

“It  certainly  is,”  said  the  lame  youth.  “Our  parenttyj 
are  paying  for  our  tuition,  and  besides  that,  they  pay  ou>u 
board  on  a  plan  which  divides  the  cost  of  living  among  at  i 
the  boys.  That  means  that  Clayton  and  his  gang  ai 
stealing  supplies  to  eat  in  their  rooms  that  our  folks  an/ 
paying  for.”  d 

“Gee !  I  never  thought  of  that,”  said  Dick. 

“Well,  that’s  what  they’re  doing,  all  right,”  said  tine 
lame  youth,  flushed  with  anger,  as  they  hurried  on  ov<cl 
toward  the  big  messroom.  “I  am  not  going  to  stand  for  i 
They’ve  got  some  one  bribed  to  help  them,  and  I’m  goice 
to  find  out  what  their  system  is.  I’m  glad  that  the  cla 
drew  up  that  motion.  It  will  set  things  going.” 

They  had  come  to  the  doorway  of  the  big  dining-roou 
by  this  time.  tl 

“Well,  let’s  keep  mum  about  it,  Chester,”  said  your 
Daresome  as  they  entered. 

“You  bet  we  will,”  said  Chester;  and  they  quietly  walkii 


to  their  places. 
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Merrivale  Academy  was  quite  a  large  school  of  its  kind, 
Vmd  the  two  hundred  students  were  nearly  all  in  the  big 
dining-room,  merrily  clattering  away  at  their  lunch. 

The  knives  and  forks  clinked,  the  plates  rattled,)  and 
there  was  a  jolly  hubbub  of  conversation. 

As  Dick  and  Chester  sat  down  at  their  table,  which 
accommodated  six  others  besides  themselves,  their  friends 
greeted  them  teasingly. 

“Oh,  ho!”  said  Sam  Thorpe,  Dick  Daresome’s  room¬ 
mate,  “you’re  going  to  get  it,  Dick.” 

“What  crime  have  l  committed  now?”  asked  Dick,  look- 
i  ing  up  with  a  grin.  “I  am  hungry,  and  I  hope  it  is  some 
i  good  grub.  I  wonder  where  the  soup  is.” 

Sam  kept  on  with  his  teasing,  saying:  “Well,  the  Clay¬ 
ton  crowd  are  laying  for  you,  I  hear,  with  shotguns.  Just 
y  you  wait!” 

n  Just  as  he  spoke  the  waiter  came  hurrying  around  the 
j\  table  with  two  plates  of  soup  for  Dick  and  Chester.  As 
he  reached  over  from  behind  to  place  a  plate  before  otp: 
friend  a  round,  heavy  bun  hit  him  on  the  side  of  the  head. 
jc  .  Splash !  Over  Dick’s  coat  spilled  the  soup,  as  the  waiter 
dropped  the  plate  with  a  yell  of  pain. 
aj  “Ho!  ho!  Look  at  the  freshie  in  the  soup!”  cried  a 
loud  voice  from  the  next  table. 
ro  Dick  whirled  around,  wiping  aw^ay  at  the  spilled  soup 
c0  with  a  napkin.  Henry  Benson  and  his  friends  sat  grin- 

on  nin£- 

g-j  The  revenge  had  already  begun. 
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CHAPTER  II. 


DICK  S  NOBLE  REVENGE. 


rj  Dick  controlled  his  anger  as  well  as  possible.  The  boys 
l  ^around  him  laughed  at  his  predicament,  and  Dick  knew 
jthat  he,  too,  would  laugh  if  he  saw  another  fellow  taking 
^a  shower  bath  under  a  soup  plate. 

But  he  could  also  understand  the  ugly  sneer  with  which 


le  t 


r^Henry  Benson  ridiculed  him.  Benson’s  laugh  was  too 
^quick  and  too  sarcastic  to  be  that  of  good  humor. 

■  “This  is  your  work,  Benson,”  said  Dick  Daresome,  as. he 
>  /*■  nopped  the  hot,  greasy  fluid  off  his  coat.  “You’d  better 
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*  lave  a  care,  or  there  will  be  a  little  return  with  inter- 

“Don't  you  talk  to  me  that  way!”  cried  Benson  impu- 
11  alently,  “or  I’ll  hand  you  some  more  soup!  I  won’t  let 
naP  ny  new  fellow  lord  it  over  a  member  of  the  upper  class, 
“^ike  me  I”  » 

l*’1  Dick  and  Benson  glared  at  each  other  angrily,  but  the 
’toother  boys  interposed  before  a  new  attack  had  time  to 
^  ^reak  forth. 

“Aw,  cut  it  out,  you  fellows,  and  let  us  eat!”  cried  one 
1  anf  the  diners  near  them,  and  tl*e  rest  joined  in  his  plea 
“Y )v  peace.  So  the  two  boys  went  on  with  their  lunch. 
Wh}  But  Dick  was  in  far  from  a  pleasant  humor,  and  he  did 
nnevot  join  in  the  jollity  of  his  tablemates. 

Tin  “I  don’t  see  why  I  should  be  subjected  to  all  these  mean 
udizetions,  l  don’t  understand  it  at  all,”  thought  Dick  Dare- 


some  to  himself  as  he  ate  in  silence.  “Those  other  boys 
get  along  peaceably  enough,  and  I  don  t  want  trouble  artJT 
more  than  they  do.  Yet  I  seem  to  be  in  the  thick  of  it  ail 
the  time,  when  I  want  to  devote  my  time  to  hard  study.” 

Dick  did  not  know  then,  or  at  least  did  not  realize,  that 
his  lot  was  the  lot  of  all  fair-minded,  fearless  chaps  who 
are  brave  enough  to  stand  up  to  protect  the  weak  arid 
the  right  against  the  forces  of  evil. 

It  is  the  same  in  life  as  it  is  in  boarding-schools  and 
the  public  schools  in  every  part  of  the  country.  1  he  bo\s 
who  are  successful,  and  the  men  who  make  good,  are  alike 
envied  by  their  fellows,  and  that  envy  breeds  hatred.  The 
ones  who  defend  the  good  are  picked  out  as  \  ictims  by 
the  ones  who  fight  for  the  bad.  So  it  was. with  Dick  Dare- 
some  A 

“Well,  Dick,  as  soon  as  the  afternoon  classes  are  over, 
let’s  go  down  to  the  river  and  see  what  the  chances  are 
for  early  skating,”  said  Sam. 

“All  right,”  said  Dick.  “I  can  spare  only  an  hour, 
for  I  must  get  a  lot  of  mathematics  done,  and  that  is  my 
hardest  class  work.  I'll  meet  you  by  the  entry  of  the  (hpf 
mitory  five  minutes  after  classes  are  over.”  j 

“That’s  good.  You’d  better  get  a  heavy  sweater  on, 
Dick,”  said  Sam  Thorpe,  “for  it’s  getting  terribly  cold 
out.” 

The  boys  separated  for  the  short  afternoon  period.  The 
time  soon  sped  along,  for  Dick  was  interested  in  his  les- 
The  young  fellow  hurried  up  to  his  room  for  his 


sons. 


sweater,  and  as  he  raced  up  the  stairs  to  the  second  floor, 
where  his  quarters  were  located,  he  was  surprised  to  see 
a  figure  dart  from  his  room  and  across  the  hall  into  the 
next  room  on  the  other  side. 

“I  wonder  who  that  wras?”  thought  Daresome  to  him¬ 
self,  as  he  entered  his  room.  “  Some  one  must  be  trying  to 
steal  things.  There’s  nothing  much  worth  stealing*" 

He  looked  around  the  room  sharply,  but  nothing  w 
disordered.  He  gazed  out  of  the  window,  but  no  one  was 
in  sight,  and  the  door  across  the  hall  had  been  tightly 
shut. 

“There’s  something  very  queer  about  that,”  thought  Dick 
to  himself.  “The  boys  at  the  table  might  be  playing  a 
joke,  but  I  hardly  think  they’d  do  that  with  me.” 

He  donned  his  jersey  sweater,  put  his  heavy  cap  on, 
and  after  getting  a  pair  of  heavy  mittens  from  the  drawer 
of  his  dresser  he  was  ready  for  the  walk  to  tl 

“Now,  then,  Mr.  Whoever-you-are,  I’ll 
time,”  muttered  our  hero  to  himself.  “A  key  is~  as  good 
as  a  watchdog.” 

He  locked  the  door  of  his  room,  tried  it  to  make  sure,  and 
then  hurried  downstairs  to  join  his  roommate,  who  had 
gone  out  ahead  of  him. 

Hello,  Sam !  I  here  was  some  one  in  our  room  when 
I  went  up  the  stairs.” 

’l  ou  don  t  say!  Who  was  it — did  you  see?"  asked 
Sam. 

No;  but  I  think  it  was  one  of  that  Clayton  crowd,  up 
to  some  trickiness  or  other.  1  locked  the  door,  and  have 
the  key  here.  I  know  it's  not  the  usual  thing  to  keep  the 
doors*  locked  in  the  dormitory,  but  I  know  that  bunch  is 
going  to  try  some  funny  business  soon." 

I  ou  are  right,  Dick,  answered  Sam  Thorpe,  “We 
will  just  fool  that  crowd  yet,  you  see.  They  think  iht  v 
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are  a  very  wise  bunch,  .but  you  know  they  are  only  human, 
and  they  are  not  much  older  than  we  are — maybe  a  year; 
and  a  year  isn't  more  than  three  hundred  and  sixty-live 
davs.” 

Dick  laughed,  and  pulled  his  collar  up  a  little  tighter 
around  his  throat.  “This  is  cold  weather  for  scrapping, 
so  1  hope  we  will  have  our  rough-house  inside,  if  we  have 
to  have  any.” 

They  were  not  the  only  boys  interested  in  the  condition 
of  the  river.  Many  other  fellows  were  strolling  down  to¬ 
ward  the  Greenvale,  as  the  school  was  interested  in  the  ap¬ 
proaching  ice  hockey  games  with  Belleville  Academy,  the 
rival  boys'  school,  which  was  located  on  the  other  side  of 
the  stream. 

George !  I  believe  we’re  going  to  have  a  snow  storm 
to-night,  Dick,”  said  Sam,  looking  up  at  the  scurrying 
gray  clouds  which  were  sweeping  across  the  sky. 

“That  means  a  terrible  snow  light  to-morrow  morning, 
first  thing,  between  the  two  entries,  doesn't 1  it  ?”  asked 
Dick. '  ^ 

~  ”  Y  ou  bet !  And  I  guess  there  will  be  something  didding, 
for  surer"-  This  lias  been  an  awfully  slow  winter  thus  far, 
and  we’ve  not  had  a  single  snow  storm.  But  when  it  does 
arrive  there  will  be  enough  to  keep  us  busy  every  min¬ 
ute.” 

The  boys  had  been  walking  fast,  and  soon  came  to  the 
bridge  over  the  Greenvale. 

“I  don’t  see  any  Belleville  fellows  on  the  other  side  to¬ 
day,  looking  for  scraps,  do  you?”  asked  Dick. 

“No.  They  know  that  a  lot  of  our  fellows  are  apt  to  be 
down  here,  and  so  they  attend  strictly  to  their  own  bush 
ness.  If  they  did  come  down  there  wouldn’t  be  any  ex¬ 
citement  unless  we  started  something.  They  know  we’re 
scrappers  over  here.” 

Dick  and  Sam  walked  to  the  edge  of  the  bridge  to  have 
aTToSti-  look  at  the  river. 

“Gee!  Look  at  that  ice!”  said  Dick.  “It  must  be 
getting  ripe  for  skating  by  this  time.  It  looks  thick  al¬ 
ready.” 

“No,  I  don’t  think  it  will  be  safe  until  to-morrow,”  an¬ 
swered  Sam.  “You  see,  it  doesn’t  go  clear  across  the  river, 
but  has  an  open  space  in  the  middle.  So  it  can't  be  very 
strong  yet.” 

As  they  were  talking  three  fellows  came  down  the  road 


i^Sljave  a  lodk  for  themselves  at  the  river.  They  were 
Henry,  JJenson,  Chigger  Howard  and  Percy  Herron. 
“There  conie  some  of  our  beloved  friends,”  said  Dick  in 


a  low  voice  as  he  nudged  Sam. 

The  three  fellows  came  nearer,  and  saw  Dick  and  his 
roommate. 

“Shall  we  do  a  few  stunts  with  them  now?”  asked  Henry 
Benson,  in  a  low  voice,  to  his  friends. 

“No.  We’ll  spoil  the  game  for  to-night’s  hazing,”  said 
Chigger  Howard. 

“There  you  go,  Chigger!”  said  Percy  Herron.  “You 
are  the  worst  ’fraid  cat  I  ever  saw.  I  think  those  freshies 
have  you  bluffed  to  a  stand-still.” 

“Nothing  of  the  sort!”  protested  Chigger.  “But  there’s 
no  need  of  picking  a  fight  unless  you  can  win.” 

“You  will  be  a  great  general,  some  day,  Chigger,”  said 
Henry  Benson.  “But  maybe  you’re  right.  It  might  give 
them  a  tip,  art d  so  we’ll  just  let  them  alou  ^  time,” 


The  three  walked  down  toward  the  shore  of  the  river 
about  twenty-five  feet  from  the  ending  of  the  bridge. 

“Evidently  they  are  not  so  very  anxious  to  scrap  to-day 
There’s  something  in  the  wind,  or  they'd  say  something 
to  us,  wouldn't  they?”  said  Dick. 

“Yes,  that’s  true.  We’ll  just  let  them  start  things, 
though,  and  we’ll  know  what  their  scheme  is.  I’d  cer¬ 
tainly  get  even  with  Benson  for  that  dirty  trick  with  the 
soup  to-day.” 

“I’m  not  sure  that  he  was  the  one,”  said  Dick. 

“He  certainly  was.  I  saw  him  shove  the  waiter,”  said 
Sam  angrily.  “I  think  that  there  ought  to  be  some  time 
and  place  when  a  fellow  in  this  school  can  have  a  little 
peace.  I’d  fix  him  for  that,  Dick,  if  it  was  the  last  ad 
of  my  life.”  , 

“Oh,  well,  it’s  not  so  very  important,  Sam,”  replied  his 
roomhiate.  “There  are  other  things  in  life  besides  re¬ 
venge,  and  I  guess  we  can  get  along  all  right  with  an} 
of  their  dirty  work.  I’ll  have  chance  enough  to  get  even.’ 

The  three  fellows  on  the  bank  walked  down  nearer  and 
nearer  the  water’s,  or  rather  the  ice’s  edge. 

“I  wonder  how  thick  it  really  is?”  began  Benson. 

“Well,  I  don’t  think  it’ll  be  safe  for  skating  for  twe 
or  three  days,”  said  Herron. 

“I’ll  bet  it  will.  I’ll  bet  I  could  skate  on  it  now,”  said 
Benson,  with  confidence,  and  he  ventured  one  foot  out  or 
the  greenish-white  substance. 

“Don’t  monkey  that  way,  Henry,”  said  the  ever-cau- 
tious  Chigger. 

“  Oh,  fudge !  There  you  go  again !  I  never  saw  sucl 
a  scary  fellow  as  you,  Chigger,”  said  Benson  in  scorn. 

“Ail  right;  you’ll  see,  that’s  all,”  said  Howard. 

“Then  I  want  to  see,”  said  Benson  smartly.  “I’ll  jusi 
prove  to  you  that  the  ice  is  perfectly  safe,  and  I’ll  prov( 
to  you  that  I’m  not  always  scared,  like  you,  to  take  chances 
on  things.” 

Benson  stepped  out  on  to  the  ice  with  his  other  foo- 
now,  and  bore  his  weight  on  it  entirely.  It  stood  the  straii 
without  a  crack. 

“There,  now !  What  did  I  tell  you?”  said  he  gloatingly 
“Look!  It  is  all  of  it  as  safe  as  that.”  He  stepped  ou 
further  from  the  shore.  Still  it  bore  his  weight  without  5 
warning  of  danger. 

“That  fool  is  going  to  go  swimming  in  a  minute,’ 
said  Sam  to  Dick  as  the  two  friends  watched  this  foolhardy 
act. 

“It  will  teach  him  a  lesson  he  deserves,”  said  Dick,  am 
they  waited  for  the  developments  which  always  follow  sucl 
smartness. 

Henry  Benson  stepped  with  more  sureness  on  the  ice 
gradually  advancing  further  away  from  the  shore. 

“You’d  better  cut  out  that  silliness,”  said  Howard. 

“Oh,  pickles!”  said  Henry  Benson,  and  to  show  ho\ 
clever  be  really  was  he  gathered  up  his  strength,  and,  witl 
a  little  start,  took  a  long  slide  along  the  smooth,  slipper 
surface. 


u 


he. 


Look  at  this !  I  wish  I  had  my  skates  down  here,”  sai( 


Still  no  danger  seemed  to  hang  over  him,  and  so  h 
essayed  the  feat  again  and  took  another  long  slide.  Thi 
time  he  went  much  further  out  from  the  shore  than  he  ha< 
intended. 
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His  slices  had  become  slippery,  as  leather  will  do,  and 
so  he  glided  swiftly  out  toward  the  open  space. 

He  tried  to  stop  himself  by  digging  his  heel  into  the 
ice,  but  the  movement  proved  his  undoing,  for  he  tripped 
and  lost  his  balance. 

Crash !  The  ice  which  had  stood  his  weight  when  slid¬ 
ing,  now  gave  way  beneath  the  sudden  strain  of  his  fall. 

“Oh!”  shrieked  Benson  as  he  broke  through  the  ice  into 
the  horribly  cold  water. 

“Serves  him  right,”  muttered  Saifi. 

Dick  said  nothing,  but  he  thought  the  same  thing. 
“Help!  help!  Get  me  out,  it's  freezing  me!”  cried  the 
youth,  who  had  been  so  elated  just  a  few  seconds  before. 

“Get  yourself  out !  I  told  you  not  to  be  an  idiot !”  yelled 
Chigger  Howard,  who  was  still  offended  at  Benson’s  ac¬ 
tion. 

“Oh,  I  can’t  get  out!  I’m  frozen  stiff!”  cried  Benson. 
He  was  out  in  the  region  of  very  thin  ice  now,  and  as  he 
bobbed  up  and  down  in  the  water,  clinging  to  the  broken 

<  pieces,  he  vainly  tried  to  crawl  up  on  to  the  firmer  por- 

<  tions. 

“Help!  help!”  cried  he. 

j  His  friends,  now  seeing  that  he  was  seriously  endan- 

tgered  by  his  predicament,  tried  to  crawl  out  on  the  ice 

i:to  help  him,  but  it  crackled  under  their  weight,  and  the 

two  fellows  beat  a  hasty  retreat. 

“I’m  not  going  to  get  a  ducking,  too,”  said  Chigger 

0  Howard.  “It  is  not  my  fault  that  he’s  in  there — I  told 
a]  J 

n-  him  so.” 

“Help!  help!”  cried  Benson,  his  voice  getting  weaker. 
a  He  tried  to  pull  himself  up  on  to  the  ice,  and  as  he  bore 
his  weight  on  the  jagged  edge  it  cracked  and  broke  under 
,  him. 

The  chilling  water  was  at  last  having  an  effect,  and 

^from  the  bridge  Dick  and  Sam  could  see  that  the  fellow 

i  <  was  fast  losing  his  strength  and  command  of  his  mus- 

r cles.  / 

( 

“We  must  do  something,  Sam,”  said  Dick  Daresome. 
n  “Those  two  fellows  are  cowards,  and  they  won’t  risk  a 
na ducking  to  save  their  own  friend’s  life.” 

‘  “That’s  right,  Dick,”  said  Sam  gallantly.  “I  think  he 
-got  what  was  coming  to  him,  but  I  won’t  let  a  fellow  drown 

-la 

^ before  my  eyes  if  I  can  help  him !” 

“  “Help!  help!  Rlease  help  me,  Chigger !”  pleaded  Ben- 
t  fson  as  lie  paddled  in  the  water  to  keep  himself  ufh  “I’ll 
“go  down  in  a  minute,  I  tell  you !  I'm  almost  frozen  stiff!” 
^  “I’m  not  going  to  get  a  ducking  for  you!”  said  How¬ 
ard.  “It’s  taking  too  big  a  chance.” 

aj  “I  can’t  do  anything,  but  I'll  go  and  look  for  a  rope,” 
said  Herron,  and  the  two  fellows  rushed  madly  up  the 
bank  to  Jook  for  some  easy  means  of  rescue.  They  did 


not  really  understand  how  serious  the  position  of  their 
friend  was  by  this  time. 

But  Dick  Daresome  and  Sam  Thorpe  did.  They  rushed 
out  on  the  bridge,  and  in  a  jiffy  were  parallel  with  the 
boy  in  the  river.  The  bridge  was  a  wooden  structure,  the 
roadway  of  which  was  about  eight  feet  above  the  level  of 

the  stream.  „ 

“I’ll  climb  down  the  side  of  the  spiles  here,”  said  Dick, 
“and  you  get  some  sort  of  a  board  and  reach  it  out  to 
me.” 

“That’s  awfully  risky,  Dick,”  said  his  roommate.  “You 
are  apt  to  go  in  with  him.” 

“Well,  I’ll  take  a  fighting  chance,”  said  our  hero,  and  he 
bravely  started  over  the  side  of  the  bridge,  after  throwing 
aside  his  coat. 

“Help!  help!”  moaned  Benson,  this  time  almost  un¬ 
able  to  make  his  voice  heard. 

“I’m  coming,  Benson,”  yelled  Dick  Daresome  encour¬ 
agingly.  “Don’t  give  up  the  ship  !” 

Dick  clambered  around  the  side  of  the  wooden  bridge 
and  slid  down  the  heavy  post  to  the  level  of  the  stream, 
where  the  ice  came  up  around  the  post. 

“Where’s  a  board?  Can’t  you  find  one,  Sam?”  yelled 
our  friend  as  he  tried  the  ice  while  keeping  most  of  liis 
weight  on  the  spile. 

“Yes,  here’s  a  plank  that  they’ve  been  using  on  this 
broken  place  on  the  bridge !”  cried  Sam  from  above. 

“Hustle  up  with  it,  then,”  answered  Dick.  “There's 
no  time  to  lose.” 

“Oh,  hurry — hurry!  I’m — all — in!”  gaspp^  BgT^gojv, 
from  the  icy  depths  of  the  swift-flowing  stream.  He  was 
a  good  swimmer,  else  he  would  have  succumbed  long  ere 
this. 

Sam  hurried  to  the  edge  of  the  bridge  and  lowered  the 
long,  wide  plank  to  Dick. 

“Easy  there!  Don’t  let  go  too  soon!”  ordered  Dick, 
like  a  captain  in  a  battle. 

In  truth  it  was  a  battle — with  death — and  Dick 
how  serious  the  case  was.  He  knew  that  ^  single  slip 
of  the  wrist  would  mean  the  death  of  Benson,  and  possiblv 
the  loss  of  his  own  life  as  well. 

“It’s  taking  my  life  in  my  hands  to  try  this  ice,  for 
he’d  drag  me  down  sure  if  I  went  in,”  thought  Dick  to 
himself. 

But  the  brave  boy  never  hesitated.  He  caught  the  plank 
and  lowered  it,  .with  straining  arm  and  shoulder  muscles, 
slowly,  steadily,  firmly  out  upon  the  ice. 

“Now,  Sam,  come  on  down  here,  too,  and  steady  this 
end  of  the  plank,  with  your  feet  braced  on  this  low  cross¬ 
piece  of  the  bridge.” 

Sam  did  as  he  was  told,  and  in  a  few  seconds  was  hold¬ 
ing  the  end  of  the  plank. 

; 
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“  Wey,  I  m  off!’  said  Dick  with  grim  determination 
He  crawled  slowly  out  on  the  wide  plank  an  inch  at  a 
time,  and  sliding  first  one  hand  and  then  the  other  for 

ward. 


“Keep  your  weight  well  distributed,”  directed  Sam,  who 
understood  the  plan  of  rescue.  ^ 

“That  s  my  game,”  said  Dick,  as  he  crawled  out  nearer 
and  nearer  the  lad  in  the  water. 

The  ice  crackled  and  rumbled,  but  brave  Dick  Dare- 
some  stuck  to  his  guns,  as  the  saying  goes. 

“Be  careful,  Dick!  It  sounds  bad!”  warned  Sam. 

“1 11  be  careful,  all  right,”  replied  the  daring  lad.  “Noth¬ 
ing  venture,  nothing  win !” 

He  clambered  nearer  and  nearer  to  the  struggling  boy. 

“Oh,  I — can  t  hold — out — any — longer!”  groaned  the 
weakened  youth,  and  with  a  desperate  groan  he  sank  below 
the  surface. 

-^^!10reat  Scott!  He’s  gone  under!  It’s  too  late,  Sam!” 
cried  Dick"Daresonie  in  horror. 

The  ice  crackled  still  more. 

“Come  back,  Dick  !  Come  back !  You’ll  be  in  yourself !” 
veiled  his  roommate. 

“No;  I  won’t  give  up  until  I'm  sure,”  answered  the 
brave  boy,  and  he  crawled  nearer  the  hole  where  the  luck¬ 
less  Benson  had  disappeared. 


* 


CHAPTER  III. 


DICK  WINS  INGRATITUDE. 
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“Look  out!  It’s  going  to  cave  in!”  cried  Sam. 

The  treacherous  ice  was  crackling  more  and  more  an¬ 
grily. 

But  Dick  Daresome  bad  made  up  his  mind  to  try  his 
best.  He  would  not  falter  now,  even  with  death  staring 
him  in  the  face. 

he  sawr  some  bubbles  in  the  water,  and  a  white, 
pinched  oace  came  to  the  surface.  It  was  that  of  Henry 
Benson. 

“There  he  is  again !”  cried  Dick,  and  he  reached  for  the 
drowning  youth;  but  he  could  not  quite  reach  him,  and 
Benson,  for  the  second  time,  sank  before  his  eyes. 

“Only  one  more  chance!”  cried  Dick.  “I’ll  just  simply 
get  hold  of  him,  or  die  trying !  Hold  fast  there,  Sam ! 
This  is  my  last  attempt!” 

Sam  held  on  fast,  and  had  it  not  been  for  his  able  man- 
agernent  in  balancing  the  board  Dick  would  have  toppled 
Into  the  icy  waters  of  the  Greenvale  in  his  risky,  unsteady 
reach  for  the  drowning  boy.  [  x 

But  luck  stood  by  the  two  Jads,  and  when  the  face  of 
Be. -on  again  came  to  the  surfacy  Dick  was  nearer. 


“Steady!  Here  he  is!”  Dick  leaned  forward,  and  felt j 
himself  almost  tottering  over  in  his  effort. 

But  the  gallant  youth  regained  his  balance  by  sliding, 
down  flat  on  the  wide  board,  so  that  he  spread  his  weight 
out  over  several  feet  of  ice. 

“I’ve  got  him !”  cried  Dick,  as  he  swung  his  wiry  hand 
around  the  neck  of  the  drowning  boy. 

“Hold  on  tight,  Dick!”  cried  his  friend  encouragingly. 
“I’ll  pull  on  the  board,  so  you  just  do  the  bulldog  act.” 

“All  right,  pull  away,”  answered  our  hero,  as  his  fin¬ 
gers  tightened  with  desperate  strength  on  the  collar  of 
Benson’s  coat.  , 

Sam  pulled  and  pulled,  and  gradually,  by  hauling  in  on  ! 
the  board,  he  was  able  to  drag  the  rescuer  and  rescued  to¬ 
ward  the  bridge,'  an  inch  at  a  tim^. 

“Brace  your  feet  well  on  that  wooden  crosspiece,  Sam!” 
cried  Dick  breathlessly  as  he  clung  with  one  arm  to  the 
board  and  with  the  other  to  Benson’s  collar.  “A  slip  will 
lose  it  all  for  us !” 

i 

“You  bet  I  will!”  grunted  Sam,  and  he  pulled  with  re¬ 
newed  vigor.  At  last,  by  his  efforts  and  Dick’s  unflinching 
hold,  he  had  dragged  Benson  out  of  the  water. 

The  ice  was  cracking  as  the  weight  of  the  unconscious 
lad  was  pulled  over  it,  but  all  the  time  the  two  were  being 
drawn  nearer  and  nearer  to  the  woodwork  of  the  bridge. 

“I  am  nearly  fagged  out,”  said  Dick  in  a  strained  voice. 
“Hurry,  Sam!” 

“All  right!  You’re  nearly  to  the  bridge.” 

Crack!  Crunch!  The  ice  was  rumbling  and  breaking 
beneath  the  double  weight,  but  Dick  held  on,  and  in  an¬ 
other  minute  Sam  had  pulled  the  board  along  to  the  bridge. 

Dick  swung  his  left  hand  up  and  caught  it  around  the 
solid  wooden  post  which  formed  one  of  the  supports  of 
the  structure.  The  ice  was  cracking  right  under  them  now, 
but  he  was  safe. 

He  dragged  Benson  with  him,  and  pulled  the  body  of  the 
inanimate  youth  ovef  one  of  the  crossbeams. 

Smash !  The  ice  had  finally  caved  in  under  them,  and 
went  swirling  away  in  big,  jagged  cakes;  but  the  boys 
were  safe  on  the  bridge  structure.  Still  they  had  a  job  to 
get  the  boy  up  on  to  the  roadway,  for  they  were  under¬ 
neath  it  now. 

“Shin  up  there,  quick,  Sam!”  yelled  Dick  after  he  had 
limbered  up  his  strained  muscles  and  fingers.  “There’s  not 
a  minute  to  lose — this  fellow  may  die  of  exposure!” 

“All  right!”  And  Sam  scrambled  up  over  the  edge. 
“Now  lift  him  up  to  me,  Dick,  and  we’ll  both  lend  a  hand.” 

Dick,  with  a  supreme  effort,  managed  to  get  the  uncon¬ 
scious  boy  up  so  that  Sam,  braced- on  the  wooden  railing 
above,  could,  reach  him. 

“Fow — uuhhh!”  And  with  a  fierce  grunt  Dick  phoved. 
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Saru  pulled  at  the  same  time,  and  with  another  yank 
Benson  was  up  on  the  bridge. 

1  “Hurrah!”  yelled  Sam  as  he  rolled  the  youth  over  and 
>ver.  “We've  got  him  this  far  safe.” 

“  Yes,  but  we  must  work  over  him  and  bring  him  to  at 
Snce,  or  he  may  succumb  to  the  cold.” 

The  two  boys  rolled  the  lad  back  and  forth  in  the  man¬ 
ner  employed  to  resuscitate  drowned  persons.  Then  they 
held  him,  feet  upward,  and  jolted  him. 

“Now  lay  him  down,  and  let’s  make  him  breathe  arti¬ 
ficially,”  said  Dick. 

“I  don't  understand.  What  do  you  mean?”  asked  Sam, 
who  was  unused  to  this  rescue  work. 

;  “I’ve  seen  them  do  this  on  the  docks  in  New  York,” 
said  Dick.  He  showed  Sam  what  he  meant  by  grabbing 
one  arm  and  raising  and  lowering  it.  “Now  do  that  with 
the  other,  Sammie.  Do  it  in  time  with  me.  You  see,  this 
makes  the  chest  expand  and  contract,  just  as  if  he  were 
breathing  normally.” 

Together  they  worked  the  unconscious  lad’s  arms  up 
and  down,  up  and  down. 

At  last  a  little  fluttering  of  the  lips  was  visible. 

“There!  He’s  breathing  of  his  own  accord  now,”  said 
Dick.  “Work  harder,  Sam!” 

Up  and  down,  up  and  down  they  moved  the  lad’s  arms, 
^and  finally  his  eyes  opened  weakly  and  he  looked  up  in  a 
dazed  way. 

e  “Now  you're  all  right,  Benson,”  said  Dick,  still  work¬ 
ing  the  boy’s  arms.  “Breathe  deeply  now,”  he  ordered. 

Weak  as  a  little  child,  Benson  lay  there  and  did  as  they 
told  him.  In  a  few  minutes  he  was  breathing  normally, 
a  ‘“Now  sit,  up,”  commanded  Dick.  “You’ll  take  your 
death  of  cold  here  with  these  wet  clothes.  You  must  get 
up  as  quickly  as  you  can,  and  we’ll  hustle  you  back  to  the 
h  academy.” 

It  was  indeed  time,  for  with  the  raw  east  wind  the  poor 
fellow’s  clothes  were  being  frozen  into  stiff  sheets  of  ice, 
'  as  if  they  had  been  starched. 

“My  goodness!  My  own  sleeve  is  frozen,  too!”  said 
“  Dick,  seeing  the  arm  which  he  had  dipped  into  the  water 
c  to  place  it  around  Benson’s  neck. 

“Hurry  up,  Benson!”  said  Sam.  “Try  your  level  best 
to  stand  up  now.  Up  you  go !” 

<  The  fellow  pulled  his  dazed  faculties  together  and  stag¬ 
gered  to  his  feet. 

Just  at  this  juncture  the  two  friends  who  had  deserted 
1  him  in  his  peril  came  running  down  the  road  carrying  a 

^  rope. 

r  “Oh,  you’re  out,  are  you,  Henry?”  cried  Herron  in  sur¬ 
prise  as  he  saw  his  friend  supported  in  the  arms  of  his  two 
enemies. 

“That’s  a  bright  remark!”  snapped  Sam  angrily. 


“Don’t  give  me  any  of  your  lip,  you  freshie!’,’  cried 
Herron. 

This  was  too  much  for  Dick,  who  let  go  of  Benson’s  arm 
in  a  flash. 

“You  contemptible  cowards!”  cried  Dick  Daresome,  his 
eyes  flashing.  “You  are  too  yellow  to  help  out  your  friend 
at  any  risk  to  yourselves,  and  here  you  go  insulting  the  fel¬ 
lows  who  did  what  you  were  too  cowardly  to  do !” 

“You — you - ”  began  Herron. 

But  he  did  not  finish  his  sentence.  Dick  Daresome 
swung  an  open-handed  blow  on  the  side  of  his  head  which 
knocked  the  fellow  to  the  ground. 

“Now  get  up,  you  sneaking  coward,  and  take  your  friend 
back  home — you  and  your  other  brave  friend  here!” 

Dick’s  voice  trembled  with  anger. 

% 

Herron  arose  to  his  feet  without  a  word.  Chigger  How¬ 
ard  and  he  lent  their ‘shoulders  to  the  pale-faced  Benson, 
and  the  three  started  up  the  road  toward  the  dormitory^  ~ 

“Well,  Dick,  that  is  a  choice  gang,”  said  SarnU 

“I  agree  with  you,  old  boy,”  answered  his  roommate, 
“but  let’s  get  back  as  soon  as  we  can.  I’m  getting  chilled 
through.  My  whole  sleeve  is  frozen,  and  it  isn’t  as  com¬ 
fortable  as  it  might  be.” 

Dick  put  on  his  coat,  which  he  had  tossed  aside  before 
his  dash  at  rescue.  Then  the  two  friends  hurried  back  to 
the  dormitory  themselves. 

As  they  passed  Benson  and  his  cowardly  friends  Dick 
turned  about  and  said : 

t 

“Take  my  tip,  Benson,  and  never  expect  any  support 
from  those  fellows.  They’ve  got  yellow  streaks. ,\n  both..  . 
sides  of  them.  They’ll  play  you  false  whenever  they'get 
the  chance.” 

Benson  looked  up.  The  brisk  walking  had  brought  back 
his  self-confidence  again.  He  was  rankling  with  bitter¬ 
ness  to  feel  that  he  owed  his  life  to  this  very  freshie  whom 
he  hated  so. 

“Oh,  'tend  to  your  own  business,  will  you?  I  don't  need 
any  of  your  advice!”  he  cried  in  a  rasping  Voice.  s' 

Dick  and  Sam  looked  at  him  in  surprise.  ThSvaras  in¬ 
deed  a  retort  that  they  had  hardly  expected  after  wliat 
they  had  done  for  the  fellow  at  the  risk  of  their  own  lives. 

“Well,  I’ll  be  horns woggled !”  grunted  Sam  in  aston¬ 
ishment  as  lie  gazed  with  curiosity. 

Benson  glared  back  at  him  angrily. 

“Say,  Benson,  you  are  a  choice  piece  of  work,  that’s  all ! 
Next  time  we’ll  let  you  cool  that  warm,  palpitating,  affec- 

y  s  a  1  more.  I'd  think  yon  couldn't 
sleep  at  night  for  the  warmth  of  your  gratitude  to  every  one  *■ 
who  helps  you.” 

Benson  snarled  in  an  angry  way. 

“Why  don’t  you  fresh  guys  beat  it  and  mind  vour  own  l 
affairs?"  he  exclaimed.  , 
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Dick  was  almost  too  surprised  for  words.  Then  the 
humor  of  the  situation  overcame  him. 

“Ho!  lio!"  he  laughed.  ‘‘Say,  Sam,  we  oughtn't  ex¬ 
pect  any  thanks  from  our  heroic  friend.  We  thought  we 
were  heaping  coals  of  fire  on  his  head,  but  instead  we 
were  heaping  chunks  of  ice,  and  it’s  no  wonder  that  he 
has  cooled  down.” 

bam  laughed,  too,  and  the  two  boys  saw  that  there  was 
no  use  wasting  more  w'ords. 

“Come  on!  Let's  hurry  back  and  get  in  some  decent 
company  again.” 

I  hey  turned  and  started  on  at  a  good  clip  up  the  road. 
Henry  Benson  yelled  after  them: 

“lou  think  you’re  mighty  smart,  you  fellows.  All  you 
did  that  for  was  to  show  off  and  bluff  me;  but  it  doesn’t 
work  a  little  bit.  I'd  have  gotten  out  of  there  sooner  if 
you  had  let  me  alone.  You  can’t  bluff  me.” 

Dick  and  Sam  only  laughed,  and  hurried  back  to  their 
room.  They  saw  an  example  of  what  one  wise  old  Ameri¬ 
can  has  said  is  the  difference  between  a  human  being  and 
a  dog.  ‘‘The  dog  appreciates  kindness.3 

^•4 


.  - 


CHAPTER  IV.  *. 


A  BATTLE  IN  THE  SNOW. 


* 


r" 


“♦Then  the  boys  returned  to  the  academy  it  was  almost 
supper  time. 

“Where  have  you  been — fishing?”  asked  Chester  of  his 
friends  when  they  sat  down  to  the  table  after  Dick  had 
donned  some  dry  clothes. 

“You  guessed  it  just  about  right,”  said  Sam  with  a 
grin.  “How  about  it?” 

JJe  turned  toward  Dick  Daresome,  who  smiled  back  at 
him.  ’  u  * 

Chester  looked  bewildered.  He  looked  from  one  to  the 
other,  not  understanding  their  joke.  Then  he  asked  Dick 
to  explain.  'x 

“What  sort  of  fish  were  you  after?”  he  queried. 

“Well,  that’s  hard  to  say,  Ches,”  replied  Dick.  “I  think 
it  must  have  been  crocodiles.  Wasn’t  that  the  particular 
member  of  the  finny  tribe  that  we  captured,  Sam?” 

His  roommate  snickered. 

\ 

“Well,  maybe  that’s  what  they  call  them  in  the  valley 
of  the  Nile,  where  they  say  the  crocodile  originally  came 
from  ;  but  this  cold  climate  hete  has  made  him  shrink  so 
that  be  look-  more  like  a  lobster  to  me  than  anything  else 

in  the  world.”  \ 

“That’*  a  pretty  keen  description,  Sam,”  said  Dick,  and 


then  he  proceeded  to  tell  the  lame  lad  and  the  others  at  thJ 
table  of  their  adventure  at  the  bridge. 

Henry  Benson,  who  sat  at  the  next  table,  had  come  itf 
to  supper  in  the  meantime.  He  looked  pale  and  drawn 
but  his  hatred  for  Dick  Daresome  showed  even  at  sucl 
a  time ;  and  even  after  such  a  debt  as  he  owed  to  our  hero 
this  fellow  felt  only  rancor  and  hatred  against  the  brave 
youth. 

As  you  can  guess,  the  boys  at  the  table  glared  at  Bensoh 
with  none  too  kindly  glances,  which  he  was  quick  to  per¬ 
ceive. 

“I’d  like  to  lick  that  fellow  for  luck,”  said  Wallace 
Clark,  one  of  the  boys  at  Dick’s  table.  “He  needs  a  little 
fist  oil  to  make  him  polite.” 

“He’s  just  as  much  of  a  poltroon  as  the  others  that  left 
him  in  the  lurch,”  said  another  of  the  boys;  “but  we'll  get 
even  with  them.” 

Benson  heard  all  this  from  his  own  table.  Indeed,  Dick’s 
friends  Intended  that  he  should;  but  Daresome  had  no 
fondness  for  keeping  up  the  squabbling.  . 

“Oh,  boys,  let  this  fussing  go,  and  don’t  worry  about 
them.  They’re  a  contemptible  bunch,  at  best,  and  I  don’t 
think  they  amount  to  much.”  ' 

“That’s  right,  Sam,”  said  Dick;  “and  besides,  I  guess 
he  got  a  lesson  that  will  last  him  a  while  anyway.” 

As  he  was  speaking  Henry  Benson  arose  from  his  seat 
and  started  toward  the  door.  Suddenly  he  staggered  and 
fell  to  the  floor  in  a  fainting  spell. 

Several  of  the  boys  at  a  table  near  by  sprang  to  help 
him  up,  and  by  their  efforts  brought  him  back  to  con¬ 
sciousness.  He  had  not  recovered  from  his  terrible  ordeal 
of  the  afternoon,  and  the  warmth  of  the  dining-room  had 
caused  a  rush  of  blood  to  his  head. 

“That  fellow  will  be  sick%yet  unless  he  goes  to  bed  at 
once,”  said  Dick.  “I  know  he’s  a  lobster,  but  I  can’t  help 
being  sorry  for  him.” 

Evidently  Benson  saw  that  he  was  in  a  bad  condition, 
so  he  started  toward  his  room.  As  lie  walked  with  fal¬ 
tering  step  from  the  dining-room  Nash  Clayton  entered. 

“Henry,  what’s  the  matter  ?  You’re  as  white  as  a  sheet !” 
said  his  friend. 

“Oh,  I’ll  be  all  right,  but  I  must  get  to  my  room  and 
to  bed.  Say,  Nash,  we’ll  have  to  call  off  that  business  for 
to-night — I’m  too  sick  to  take  part.” 

“Well,  if  you  want  us  to;  but  why  can’t  we  go  ahead 
anyway?”  asked  Clayton. 

“Just  because  I  want  to  take  a  hand  in  it  myself.  I’ve 
got  a  score  to  settle.  Put  it  off  until  to-morrow  night.” 

“All  right;  just  as  you  want.  But  we’re  going  to  have 
a  fine  chance  to-night.  Outside  it’s  starting  to  snow,  and 
we  might  make  the  freshies  do  stunts  in  tlie  snow.” 

“ph,  then  all  the  more  reason  to  put  it  off.  To-morrow 
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well  have  the  big  snow  light  of  the  year,  and  we  can  all 
Ipick  out  that  smart  Daresome  and  the  bunch  of  us  can 
fix  him,”  said  Henry  Benson,  with  his  hand  on  the  door. 

3  “Then  good-night/'  said  Clayton.  “Be  out  early  for 
breakfast,  ‘cause  well  need  every  fellow  in  our  crowd  to 
: punish  that  bunch  of  fellows.  Fm  going  to  fix  that  lame 
guy,  too,  if  he’s  within  shot.” 

Benson  grinned  and  started  toward  the  dormitory.  He 
‘was  very  weak  in  the  knees,  although  he  did  his  best  to 
pull  himself  together.  As  he  was  crossing  the  campus  fo¬ 
rward  his  entry  he  met  Chigger  Howard. 

“Say,  Chigger,  Cm  going  to  turn  in  now,  because  that 
affair  to-day  put  me  to  the  bad;  and  we’re  going  to  post¬ 
pone  our  little  hazing  party  until  to-morrow  night.  We 
can  work  up  some  better  plan  then,  too.” 

j  “That’s  all  right,  I  guess;  but  look  at  it  snow.  I  guess 
well  have  the  big  snow  fight  to-morrow.  I  don’t  know 
I  whether  Ill  be  able  to  take  part  or  not,”  said  Chigger.  . 

“Ho!  ho!  I  see  you  don’t  want  to  take  any  chances — 
.do  you?”  said  Henry  sarcastically.  “Well,  anyway,  I 
thought  of  something.  When  you  go  into  the  messroom 
tell  Hash  Clayton  to  have  three  or  four  of  the  fellows 
•stay  up  late  and  make  a  bunch  of  snowballs  to-night. 

:  Then  have  ’em  pour  water  over  ’em,  and  well  have  a  dandy 
J.crop  of  iceballs  to-morrow  for  Dick  Daresome  and  his 
^  bunch.” 

i 

c  Chigger  grinned.  “That’s  a  peach  of  an  idea,  and  I’ll 
put  Hash  next.  They’d  better  hide  them  under  something 
a  or  other,  so  that  bunch  won’t  find  them.” 

“Well,  you  attend  to  that — I’m  going  to  pass  away  in 
a  minute.  Good-night.” 

;<  Benson  hurried  to  his  room  and  tumbled  into  bed,  a 
sicker  boy  than  he  had  any  idea  of ;  but  by  morning  nature 
1  had  come  to  his  aid  and  he  was  ready  for  the  big  snow 
fight  of  the  year. 

“Good-morning,  Dick!”  shouted  Sam  as  he  pounded  the 
sleeping  Daresome  on  the  shoulder.  “Look  outside!  A 
regular  old-fashioned  Hew  England  blizzard,  isn’t  it?” 

Dick  looked  out  of  a  pair  erf  very  sleepy,  tired  eyes,  for 
]  he  had  been  studying  until  late  the  night  before" 

“ Oh — ho — oh- — oh  !”  he  yawned.  “ My  goodness !  but  I’m 
sleepy,  and  hate  to  get  up !  Gosh !  How  I’d  like  to  stay 
j  in  bed  this  morning!” 

He  yawned  again  and  stretched  his  arms  above  his  head. 

“Oh,  you  sleepy-head!”  said  Sam,  as  he  sprang  at  him 
and  dragged  the  covers  off  of  him.  “Get  up!  Get  out  of 
there,  you  lazy,  shiftless  rogue!  Don’t  you  know  this  is 
the  morning  for  the  big  snow  fight?” 

Dick  shivered,  for  the  room  had  been  cooled  during 
the  night,  as  the  boys  always  slept  with  their  windows  open 


“Oh,  I  had  forgotten  about  that  snow  fight,”  said  he. 


springing  to  the  floor;  “but  i  ll  have  to  teach  you  a  lesson 
in  politeness  first,  my  merry  bucko!” 

With  the  words,  he  grabbed  up  his  pillow,  and  before 
Sam  knew  what  was  coming  had  delivered  a  skillful  shot 
straight  in  his  face. 

“Cut  it!”  yelled  Sam,  and  for  the  next  ten  minutes  a 
terrific  rough-and-tumble  war  waged  between  the  two  boys. 

If  you  had  seen  them  at  it  you  would  have  supposed  them 
to  be  deadly  enemies. 

But  having  finally  given  vent  to  their  youthful  spirits 
they  quieted  down.  It  was  well,  for  both  pillows  were  be¬ 
ginning  to  tear. 

“We'd  better  cut  this  out,  or  we’ll  have  a  feather  snow 
storm  right  in  here,”  said  Dick. 

“I  guess  you’re  right,  Dickie,”  answered  his  rbommate. 
“We’ll  have  to  get  a  stomach  pump,  or  some  such  diabolical 
machine,  to  get  these  feathers  back  again.” 

J ust  then  the  bell  for  breakfast  rang  out  from  the-d^s'd-'  - 
emy  belfry,  and  Dick  made  a  leap  for  his  clothes. 

“If  we  are  to  die  at  the  point  of  a  snowball,  I  don’t 
propose  to  do  it  on  an  empty  stomach.  Hever  have  a 
snowball  fight  on  an  empty  stomach,  Sam — always  use  the 
ground.” 

' 

“Dick  Daresome,”  said  his  roommate  as  he  shied  a  shoe 
at  him,  “I  thought  you  were  too  good  a  friend  of  mine  to 
get  off  a  bum  joke  like  that;  but  we’d  better  hurry,  or 
we’ll  get  no  breakfast.” 

The  boys  were  dressed  in  a  twinkling,  for  boarding- 
academy  boys  learn  to  dress  in  a  wonderfully  short  space 
of  time.  r  v. _ 

“How  about  classes  this  morning?”  asked  Dick.  “What 
will  the  teachers  do  if  we  are  to  have  a  snow  battle?” 

“They’ll  all  have  a  look  from  the  classroom  windows,” 
said  Sam  knowingly.  “I  didn’t  attend  the  school  before  • 
this  year,  but  I’ve  heard  all  about  the  customs,  and  this 
scrap  is  the  affair  of  the  year — just  like  what  they  call  the 
flag  rushes  in  the  big  colleges.” 

The  boys  donned  their  sweaters  and  watm^_^fioesT^ 
Dick  and  Sam  then  hunted  up  their  heavy  mittens,  and 
were  at  last  ready  for  breakfast — and  the  battle  royal. 

“Hurry  now,  Dick,”  said  Sam,  and  they  rushed  for  the 
breakfast  in  the  big  messroom.  The  big  hall  was  full  of 
excited  boys,  pounding  on  plates  and  yelling. 

“What  will  they  do  about  captains?”  asked  Dick. 

“They  elect  a  captain  for  each  dormitory  entry,”  said 
Sam.  “But  it’s  not  done  until  they  meet  in  their  entries, 
ready  to  start  the  scrap,  at  the  ringing  of  the  first  class 
bell,  at  a  quarter  to  nine.” 

“Well,  let’s  get  back  to  our  entry.  It's  nearly  time  for 
the  bell,”  said  Chester.  He  was  dressed  warmly,  and  ready 
for  the  fight  as  well  as  the 'sturdier  bov?. 

\s  thov 


The  fellows  started  for  the  dormitory  buildiiur 
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piled  out  of  the  door  a  suddenly  thrown  snowball  struck 
Dick  Daresome  full  in  the  face. 

Biff !  How  it  hurt !  Our  hero  dodged  back  instinct- 
ively,  but  was  so  blinded  that  he  could  not  see  who  had 

thrown  it. 

I  saw  you,  Nash  Clayton  !”  yelled  Sam  Thorpe  as  he 
made  a  rush  for  the  big  fellow.  “This  tight  is  not  sup¬ 
posed  to  begin  until  the  bell  strikes.  You  big  coward !” 

But  Clayton  only  laughed  and  darted  off  through  the 
snow  toward  his  own  dormitory  entry. 

“We  will  get  even  for  that  one,  too,”  said  Dick  philo¬ 
sophically,  as  he  .wiped  the  dripping  snow  off  his  face. 
“That  didn’t  hurt  so  much,  anyway.  This  snow  packs 
well,  I  must  say,  and  we’ll  have  some  pretty  hard  hit- 

ting.”  w 

He  did  not  realize  that  it  would  be  harder  than  he 
expected,  because  the  Clayton  crowd  had  followed  Ben- 
Yromraffvice  and  secreted  a  large  supply  of  hard  iceballs. 
“No  time  to  lose,  fellows,”  said  Chester,  limping  to¬ 
ward  the  doorway  of  their  entry  at  a  hot  pace,  which  the 
others  had  difficulty  in  keeping  up  with. 

“Yes;  we  must  elect  a  captain  for  our  snowball  fight.” 
Sam  rushed  inside  the  entry,  and  the  rest  of  the  boys 
congregated  there.  There  was  quite  a  crowd  when  they 

all  got  together,  as  there  were  about  a  hundred  boys  in  each 
dormitory.  — 

“Well,  boys,  who  do  you  propose  for  captain?”  cried 
Sam,  mounting  the  steps.  “I  might  as  well  carry  on  this 
mge+ing  as  any  one  else.” 

There  was  a  profound  silence  for  an  instant,  as  the  boys 
knew  not  whom  to  name. 

Then  a  clear  voice  rang  out.  It  was  the  lame  lad,  Chester 
Brown,  and  he  called  a  narfie  which  was  greeted  with  a 
round  of  cheers. 

9 

“I  name  Dick  Daresome  for  captain !” 

“Hurrah!”  cried  the  rest  of  the  bovs  in  chorus. 

the^.ue!”  yelled  Wallace  Clark. 

“Are  you  in  favor  of  him?”  cried  Sam  with  a  grin,  for, 
as  you  can  guess,  he,  too,  approved. 

“No !  no  !”  cried  a  voice. 

The  boys  turned  in  surprise,  and  then  saw  that  it  was 

Dick  himself. 

“Shut  up,  Dick!”  cried  Chester.  “You  don’t  count.” 
“No !  no !  I  won’t  accept  it !”  cried  Daresome.  “I  have 
only  been  a  student  of  the  school  for  a  short  time.  It  is 
not  Ti^rht  to  give  me  the  honor.  Name  some  older  fellow 
who  has  been  here  longer.  I  don’i  want  to  butt  in  in  this 
way.” 

“Oh,  go  C  JlSL">©  yourself,  Dick! cried  one  of  his  table- 

matee. 

“All  in  favor  of  Dick  Daresoind  as  captain  of  the  east! 


entry  army  say  aye!”  shouted  Sam  above  the  babel  of 
youthful  voices. 

“Aye!  aye!  aye!  aye!  aye!” 

What  a  rousing  volume  of  sound  went  up. 

“Dick,  you’re  elected,  and  you  can’t  back  out  now,”  said 
Sam. 

XX 

“No;  it  isn’t  right,”  said  Dick,  still  modestly  protesting' 
against  this  unexpected  prominence. 

“  Oh,  ho  !  Then  you’re  af rajd  of  the  Clayton  crowd  pick¬ 
ing  you  out  if  yoiyre  captain?  Is  that  it,  Dick?”  asked 
Chester  Brown,  with  a  wink  at  Sam. 

“No,  I’m  not!”  snapped  Dick.  “If  that’s  the  way  it 
looks,  I’ll  take  it,  just  to  show  you  that  I  am  not  afraid 
of  any  of  them.” 

“Hurrah !  I  knew  that  would  get  him,”  laughed  Chester, 
and  the  boys  gave  their,  captain  a  cheer. 

Just  then  the  bell  rang  out  for  a  quarter  to  nine.  The 
time  for  the  battle  had  come  at  last. 

“All  ready,  boys!”  shouted  Dick  Daresome,  preparing  to 
start  forth  from  the  doorway.  “Remember,  we’ll  drive 
them  into  their  dormitory,  if  it  takes  all  day  to  do  it. 
It’s  snowing  cats  and  dogs,  and  we’ll  have  enough  snow 
to  bury  them  under.  Are  you  ready?” 

“Yes!”  cried  the  boys. 

“Then  up,  guards,  and  at  them!”  cried  Dick.  “Let’s 
stick  together  in  a  solid  mass  until  we  learn  th^  plan  of 
their  attack.  Then  we’ll  know  what  plan  to  follow.” 

The  boys  rushed  out  from  the  doorway  of  the  east  entry, 
and  were  met  by  volleys  of  snowballs,  for  the  west  entry 
boys  had  already  reached  the  scene;  in  fact,  had  started 
ahead  of  time. 

“That’s  treachery  of  some  sort,”  muttered  Dick  to  him¬ 
self.  “I  wonder  if  Clayton  has  had  a  hand  in  it?” 

But  the  east  entry  boys  dashed  out  in  the  face  of  the  < 
bewildering  and  stinging  shower  of  snowballs,  and  in  the 
twinkling  of  an  eye  had  their  own  artillery  at  work. 

“Hold  together,  boys!”  yelled  Dick;  and  his  cohorts  did 
as  they  were  bid.  Straight  toward  the  west  entry  army 
they  fought  their  way,  foot  by  foot. 

Biff !  bang !  splash  !  crack !  zip ! 

The  hard-packed  snowballs  rained  upon  the  fighters,  and 
it  seemed  hard  to  tell  who  had  the  best  of  the  tussle. 

“  Charge  ’em !  Drive  them  away  from  the  front  of  our 
entry !”  shouted  Dick. 

His  lads  rained  volley  after  volley  on  the  enemy,  and 
gradually  they  forced  the  others  back. 

Thus  far,  all  the  snowball  shots  had  been  delivered  at  a 
distance  of  at  least  forty  feet. 

But  now  the  boys  came  closer  and  closer  together.  The 
blows  of  the  hard,  pelting  balls  were  far  from  light,-  and 
Dick  Daresome  .received  some  well-aimed  shots. 

Crack !  A  hard  ball  landed  fairly  on  his  left  eye.  A 
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,  shower  of  shooting-stars  seemed  to  fly  all  about  him  as  he 
£  I  clapped  his  hand  over  the  terribly  painful  optic, 
j  “Geemanee!  hut  that  was  a  terrible  shot!”  muttered 
j  Dick  through  his  teeth,  and  shivering  with  pain.  “That 
j  was  no  ordinary  snowball,  I  know.” 

}j  As  he  spoke  another *shot  struck  him  on  the  side  of  the 
j  face.  This  time  lie  was  sure  of  it.  The  west  entry  fellows 
o  were  using  iceballs ! 

^  He  felt  the  blood  trickjggdown  his  cheek,  where  the  last 
]  ball  had  hit,  and  he  mopped  his  face  with  his  handkerchief. 
^  The  red  stain  was  unmistakable. 

“Fellows,  they’re  using  iceballs!”  he  called  to  those 
{•around  him  in  a  low  voice.  “Pass  the  word  along,  and 
]  when  I  whistle  three  times,  through  my  teeth,  let  all  of 
<  us  charge  in  a  bunch.  We  must  drive  them  away  from 
wherever  they  have  those  iceballs  stored.” 

“That’s  a  good  plan,  Dick,”  said  Sam.  “I  got  a  ter¬ 
rible  crack  on  the  ear  with  one.” 

Biff!  Another  iceball  hit  Chester  Brown  on  the  nose 
'  and  drew  blood. 

£ 

“This  is  getting  mighty  serious,  boys,”  said  Dick.  As 
he  spoke  he  saw  Clayton  throw  a  swiftly  whirling  ball 
-  straight  at  him  from  a  spot  not  thirty  feet  away. 

Dick  ducked  to  one  side  just  in  time.  Biff !  How  the 
1 .  blow  hurt  his  shoulder,  where  it  hit ! 

j  i  ’ 

,  "If  that  had  struck  my  face  I  would  have  had  a  broken 
c  cheek  bone,”  said  Dick  to  Sam.  He  stooped  over  and 
picked  up  the  missile.  It  was  an  iceball,  and  out  of  curi- 
a  osity  Dick  tapped  it  against  his  heel. 
n  “Well,  what  do  you  think  of  that,  Sam?”  asked  Dick 
in  angry  surprise,  as  he  held  up  the  broken  iceball. 

Sam  looked  at  it  and  then  turned  to  the  fellows  near 
him. 

i  “Say,  boys!”  he  called.  “Clayton  hit  Dick  Daresome 
with  an  iceball  which  had  a  rock  inside  of  it !  That’s  a 
plot  of  some  sort.  Are  you  going  to  stand  for  it?” 

“Never !”  cried  the  east  entry  boys. 

“Then  let’s  capture  him!”  shouted  Dick.  And  with  the 
word  the  lads  made  a  quick  charge  at  their  opponents. 

The  snowballs  showered  on  them,  into  their  faces,  and 
the  blows  at  close  range  were  very  hard.  But  the  boys 
had  a  purpose,  and  at  least  a  dozen  sprang  straight  for 
Clayton. 

The  big  bully  turned  to  run  as  the  fellows  closed  in  upon 
him,  but  as  he  did  so  Chester  Brown,  who  had  kept  pace 
with  the  others  in  the  excitement,  stuck  his  well  foot  for¬ 
ward  and  tripped  him  neatly. 

“You  crooked  cur!”  cried  Clayton  as  he  stumbled  for¬ 
ward. 

“I’ve  got  you  now!”  cried  the  lame  lad,  eager  for  a 
chance  to  pay  back  an  eld  score,  and  he  flung  a  liard- 


\ 
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packed  snowball  with  all  the  force  oi  his  right  arm  straight 
into  Clayton’s  face. 

“You  will  use  rocks  in  your  iceballs,  will  you,  Clayton? 
cried  Sam  Thorpe ;  and  he  ran  upon  the  fellow  and  stuffed 
at  least  a  gallon  of  ice-cold  snow  down  the  rascal’s  col- 
lar. 

“Wash  his  dirty  mug!”  shouted  Dick;  and  he  smeared 
Clayton’s  face  with  two  handfuls  of  snow,  delivering  a 
couple  of  ringing  slaps  for  luck. 

Others  of  the  boys  poured  in  more  shots  at  him,  and 
the  big  fellow  was  getting  severe  punishment  from  the  east 
entry  boys. 

“Hey,  fellows !  Rescue  your  captain  !”  shouted  the  voice 
of  Henry  Benson  from,  a  point  about  thirty  feet  away.  He 
and  a  dozen  others  of  their  crowd  rushed  forward. 

“  Oh  !  Clayton’s  their  captain !  Let’s  capture  him,  fel¬ 
lows!”  veiled  Dick. 

t j 

“Take  him  prisoner  into  our  entry!”  shouted  Sfim,'^and: 
the  boys  caught  hold  of  Clayton  and  began  dragging  him 
back  to  the  entry  door. 

He  fought  furiously,  kicking  and  biting  his  would-be* 
captors. 

“I’ll  get  even  with  you  for  this,  Daresome,  you  tricky 
sneak !” 

He  forced  his  way  to  his  feet  and  sprang  toward  Dick 
Daresome,  out  of  the  clutches  of  his  captors. 

Dick  had  not  expected  such  a  ferocious  attack,  and  Clay¬ 
ton  managed  to  land  our  hero  a  severe  blow  on  the  side  of 
his  head  before  he  had  raised  a  guard. 

“This  looks  like  a  free-for-all,”  said  Sam  as  he  sprang 
to  the  aid  of  our  hero;  but  Dick  needed  no  aid. 

“That  for  you,  Clayton!”  grunted  he,  as  he  whirled 
about,  and  despite  the  whirling  head  which  he  had  as  a 
result  of  Clayton’s  unexpected  blow,  Dick  forced  his  fist 
past  the  big  fellow’s  guard. 

“Oh!”  cried  Clayton.  He  toppled  over,  for  Dick  had 
landed  a  good  upper  cut  on  the  left  side  of  t^te  ja^^-t-v^ 
had  been  a  half  inch  to  the  right  Clayton’s  jaw  would  have 
cracked  like  an  eggshell,  so  vicious  was  the  blow. 

But  his  instinctive  dodging  saved  him  for  the  time — 
and  for  more  meanness  later  on. 

Benson  and  his  friends  rushed  into  the  fray  just  at  this 
minute,  and  it  looked  as  if  the  snow  battle  would  degener¬ 
ate  into  a  many-handed  prize  fight. 

“Get  him  back!”  cried  the  calculating  Henry  Benson, 
who  saw  that  they  could  not  worst  Dick's  crowd  in  a  fight 
just  now.  So  with  a  quickness  which  took  our  friends  by 

surprise,  they  had  dragged  Clayton  out  of  the  reach  of  his 
captors. 


“After  him,  boys!”  veiled  Diet.  “Capture  their  cap¬ 
tain,  and  you’ve  won  half  the  battle!”  j 
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I  ho  east  entry  boys  went  after  the  escaping  captain  with 

a  will. 


Hold  em  back  with  your  snowballs!”  cried  Henry  Ben¬ 


son. 


so 


His  allies  directed  a  fierce  fire  at  four  friends,  and 
Clayton  escaped. 

The  boys  under  Dick’s  command  now  forced  the  other 
fellows  back  further  and  further,  until  now  the  battle  was 
raging  in  front  of  their  end  of  the  dormitory. 

“We  have  them  going,  boys!”  yelled  Dick. 


■  i 

attend  to  his  wants  later.  He  has  a  lot  of  treatment  d 
him.” 

He  laughed,  and  his  friends  grinned  back.  They  h 
haidly  expected  the  new  boy  whom  they  hated  so  heart 
to  fall  into  their  hands. 

Of  course,  this  ill-feeling  was  felt  only  by  the  partied 
crowd  of  -Nash  Clayton’s  friends,  for  the  greater  numl 
of  the  boys  in  the  west  entry  were  just  as  .fine  chaps 
those  in  the  other  entry.  They  did  not  know  of  this  und< 
cui lent  of  dirty  work,  or  they  never  would  have  taken 


Like  fun  you  have !”  cried  Benson,  and  he  stooped  over 
to  reach  for  something  concealed  behind  a  corner  of  the 
Heps.  As  he  rose  to  his  feet  again,  not  twenty  feet  away, 

Dick,  who  was  in  the  van  of  his  little  army,  saw  that  he  had 
several  iceballs  in  his  hand.  7 

Dick  stooped  for  another  snowball. 

^  ith  my  compliments!”  cried  Benson,  and  he  shot 

;r  &  hand  with  the  sPeed  of  a  baseball  pitcher.  His 
aim,  which  was  well  known  among  the  Merrivale  boys,  was 
just  as  good. 

Crack!  The  iceball  hit  Dick  Daresome  on  the  temple! 

.  0ur  hero  toPPled  over  forward,  unconscious,  and  lay 
limply  on  the  ground. 

. Sam  TllorPe  had  seen  this  action  and  he  sprang  toward 
his  prostrate  roommate.  But  Benson  and  his  crowd  sprang 
at  him,  and  despite  Sam’s  desperate  struggling  they  beat I 
him  back  and  grabbed  Dick  in  their  arms. 

“Into  the  dormitory  with  him !”  shouted  Benson.  “We 
can  do  some  capturing  ourselves !” 

"s~-Help,  fellows !  They’ve  caught  Dick !”  shouted  Sam, 

who  was  struggling  in  the  clutches  of  Clayton  and  two  other 
fellows. 

Shut  up,  you  fresh  guy !”  hissed  Clayton,  and  he  de¬ 
livered  a  cruel  punch  to  our  hero.  But  Sam  fought  back 
valiantly,  and  he  managed  to  deliver  a  vicious  kick  on  Clay¬ 
ton  s  shins.  His  hands  were  held,  and  he  had  no  other  way 
^defending  himself.  ) 

'  Wow  A  screeched  Clayton,  staggering  back  and  dou¬ 
bling  up  with  pain. 


part  in  its  furtherance. 

Did  you  bring  him  to?”  asked  one  of  these  chaps,  w 
supposed  that  Benson  and  his  aides  had  taken  Dick  in 
the  dormitory  to  work  over  him. 

“Oh,  yes,”  said  Benson,  without  betraying  himself.  ‘ 
guess  some  one  must  have  landed  him  a  hard  blow  with 
snowball  where  it  hurt  him.  He’s  a  soft  freshie,  anywa 
but  he’s  all  right  now.” 

“You  bet  he’s  all  right,”  said  Hash  Clayton  with  an  ug 
tone  in  his  voice. 

Tne  }roung  fellow  who  had  asked  the  question  sudden 
suspected  that  all  was  not  well.  However,  he  said  not 
ing. 

“How,  then,  let’s  drive  that  bunch  back  into  their  ent: 
and  lock  the  doors  on  them,  and  the  victory  is  ours,  a 
cording  to  the  old  custom.  Daresome  is  the  captain,”  sa 
Clayton,  “and  so  I  guess  we’ve  done  a  good  deal  towai 
licking  them.” 

“All  right.  We’ll  save  the  captain  until  later,”  sa: 
Benson. 

Then  they  started  to  fight  with  renewed  vigor,  drivir 
the  east  entry  boys  back  and  back  and  back. 

Meanwhile,  poor  Dick  Daresome  was  moaning  and  writl 
ing  with  pain  on  the  floor  of  Benson’s  third-story  roon 
cruelly  tied  hand  and  foot ! 


CHAPTER  Y. 


Sam’s  friends  rushed  up  at  this  juncture,  and  in  a  jiffy 
another  rough-and-tumble  fight  had  begun.  This  time 
the  east  entry  fellows  were  scattered,  and  were  driven  back 
by  a  volley  of  snowballs  from  the  Clayton  cohorts. 

Meanwhile,  Dick  Daresome,  still  unconscious  from  Ben- 
sonh  cowardly  blow,  had  been  dragged  into  the  hallway 
of  the  entry,  and  Henry  Benson  followed  to  give  directions 
as  to  his  disposal.  | 

“rJ  ake  him  up  to  my  roomi  and  tie  his  hands  and  feet 
-ecu rely,”  said  this  grateful  Youth.  “Lock  the.  door  and 
then  come  down.  Hy  room’s  on  the  third  floor,  and  I 
gee's-  he  won’t  jump  Out  of  the  window.  We’ll  go  up  and 


THE  TIDE  OF  BATTLE  CHANGES. 

Meanwhile,  the  youth  who  had  received  the  suspiciou 
reply  to  his  question  had  been  thinking  a  good  deal  to  him 
self. 

“I  wonder  if  that  poor  fellow  was  treated  in  some  dirty 
wav?  ’  thought  he.  “My  name  is  not  Alan  Brownson  i 
that  Clayton  isn’t  crooked.  I  don’t  trust  him,  and  I  thinl 
I’ll  sneak  inside  and  have  a  look.” 

So  this  youth  slipped  into  the  entryway  while  the  othej 
fellows  were  engaged  in  chasing  the  east  entry  lads.  Int( 
all  the  rooms  on  the  lower  floor  he  looked  in  vain. 


i 
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'  He  must  be  on  the  next  floor,”  thought  he 
^1)0  up  tht*  stairs  lie  trotted,  and  looked  through  the  rooms 


fessed.  “I  never  heard  of  such  a  thing.  They  are  using 

.,w  uF  tixv  uv  u,HWl  ttAlvl_  iVV/iVVVl  ,Illuu&11  w„ . .  rocks  in  their  snowballs.  Oh,  how  my  head  hurts  » 

1  th7nerf  floor.  He  trarlrsed  the  long  hall  on  both  I  The  pain  almost  overcame  him  as  he  sank  back  for  an 
>  28  in  vain.  instant  on  Benson's  bed.  *  1  IB  ; 

l;No  trace  of  him.  They  carried  him  up  a  long  way  “There,  there,  now,  1113  bo\,  said,  the  ki 
Hfc  to  keep  him  a  prisoner.  I’ll  try  the  third  floor.”  BrownsOn.  “lake  a  good  diink  of  this  water  an 

£lere  he  wandered  up  one  side  of  the  hall  and  down  the  up.  You'll  be  all  right  in  a  few  minute-,  ow. 

Q  er,  seeing  no  sign  of  the  prisoner.  At  last,  at  the  far  Dick  gamely  pulled  himself  up  an  arose  0  ’ 

bU,  he  found  a  closed  door.  The  card  on  the  door  bore  this  time  with  better  control  of  those  untrustworthy  knees. 
1  names  of  Henry  Benson  and  his  roommate.  I  “I’m  all  right  now,”  said  he.  “I  appreciate  what  yon 


e 


1  ‘ Ah,  ha!  So  they’ve  locked  him  in,”  thought  the  in-  did  for  me.  Are  3011  a  west  entry  fellow, 
tigative  student.  He  slipped  to  the  door  and  listened.  “Yes,”  said  the  other.  I  m  in  the  class  tia  gra  u 

loaning  from  the  inside  came  faintly  through  the  wooden  this  year.  1  ^e  heaid  of  3011.  You  ^e  done  _  Y 

}  )r  to  him.  game  things  in  this  school  for  a  new  fellow,  and  I  admire 

5c  ‘ Great  guns !  That  poor  chap  is  suffering !”  he  muttered  you  for  it.  So  1  m  glad  to  have  helped  ;you.  But  I  must 


t 


himself. 


be  getting  back  into  the  mixup  dowmstairs. 


die  tried  to  force  the  door,  but  it  was  tightly  locked.  *“  Oh,  that’s  so !  The  fight  is  still  going  on,  isn  t  it .  said 
1  looked  around  in  perplexity.  He  heard  another  moan  Dick. 


A 


1 


•m  inside.  He  grew  angry  and  indignant. 


“Yes;  and  I  would  be  dishonorable  if  I  stayed  out  ol 


“Well,  this  beats  thunder!  There  is  some  awfully  crook- 1  any  longer.  If  you  get  out  of  here  I  won  t  care,  though, 
1  business  here.  These  fellowrs  leave  a  poo£  chap  in  a|  and  it’s  up  to  you.  I'll  leave  you  here  in  this  room,  so  \ou 


1 


•  im  groaning!  A  fellow  would  think  this  was  civil  war  Can  act  as  you  please.  I’ll  see  you  soon,  ‘when  this  ciuel 
1  dead  of  just  a  school  snowball  fight  between  students  of  war  is  over.’  So  good-by  for  now.” 


3  same  academy!”  I  “Good-by.  You’re  a  brick!”  said  our  young  friend  a^ 

The  young  fellow  now  spied  the  fire-ax,  hung  up  high  the  other  hurried  downstairs.  “I’ll  have  to  do  the  getaway 
ove  him  on  the  wall,  ready  for  use  in  case  of  fire.  from  here  quick,  or  there’ll  be  something  doing  in  the 

Just  what  I  need.  This  is  a  desperate  case,  or  I’m  no  rough-house  line,  sure  enough.” 
dge.  Hick  was  still  weak  in  the  knees,  but  he  hurried  down- 

Brownson,  for  such  w*(s  his  name,  rushed  toward  the  stairs. 

lplement,  yanked  it  down,  and  in  a  few  seconds  had  Meanwhile,  the  battle  had  been  going  against  t  he 
lashed  the  lock  of  Benson’s  room.  entry  boys.  The  capture  of  their  captain  had  discouraged 

He  pushed  open  the  door,  and  there  on  the  floor  lay  poor  them,  and  their  opponents  rushed  them  fiercely, 
ick  Daresome,  still  unconscious,  softly  and  piteously  |  “Let’s  try  a  little  stunt  on  those  fellows,”  said  Sam  to 

some  of  his  friends. 

“What  do  you  mean,  Sam?”  asked  Clark. 

“You  follow  me,  and  you’ll  wear  diamonds.  Come  on, 
about  a  dozen  of  you  boys.” 

The  lads  indicated  quietly  followed  Sam,  who  Vmsife 
a  quick  run  around  the  other  side  of  the  dormitory. 

“Now  let’s  double  on  the  trail  and  come  on  to  those 

mttered  Brownson  as  he  cut  the  ropes  that  bound  Dick’s  I  fellows  from  behind.  Thbn  we’ll  break  up  their  ranks.” 
ands  and  feet  with  his  pocket-knife.  Then  he  began  chaf-  “But  won’t  they  capture  us?”  asked  one  of  the  boys, 
lg  the  youth’s  wrists  and  forehead.  “What  if  they  do?”  asked  Sam.  “We’ve  nearly  lost 

In  a  few  more  seconds  Dick  Daresome  opened  his  e}Tes  the  game  already.  Nothing  venture,  nothing  win.” 
nd  looked  up  at  his  rescuer.  He  did  not  recognize  his  The  upshot,  of  it  was  that  Sam’s  scouting  party  whooped 
irroundings.  ft  up  around  the  corner  of  the  dormitory,  away  from  the 

“Where  am  I?”  he  asked.  “What’s  doing?”  side  where  the  snowball  fighting  was  progressing. 

“You  were  captured  by  that  lobste^,  Benson,  and  they  Just  as  they  swung  around  the  corner  by  the  west  entry 
JI  rought  you  up  here  and  left  you,”  said  Brownson,  “and  a  window  on  the  side  opetfed.  and  who  should  leap  out 
found  you  unconscious.  That’s  all  I  know.”  of  it,  into  the  snowbank  below,  but  Dick  Daresome. 

“The  cowardly  pups!”,  cried  Dick,  forcing  himself  to  “Hurrah!”  crjed  Sam.  “We’ve  won  our  captain  back! 

/  I 

Is  feet,  where  he  stood  a  little  wobbly,  it  must  be  con- [Now,  fellows,  let’s  show  them  a  trick.” 


oaning  in  his  pain. 

“Oh,  you  poor  chap !”  said  Brownson.  “I’ll  get  you  out 
this  in  a  jiffy.  I  never  saw  such  dirty  work.  Where’s 
e  water?” 

He  rushed  to  the  washstand,  and  in  another  instant  was 
mring  a  glassful  of  water  over  Dick’s  bruised  temple. 
“That  was  worse  th’an  a  snowball  that  hit  you,  my  t}oy,” 


:i 
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The  boys  scurried  around  the  end  of  the  buildin 
arir.s  full  of  well-made  snowballs. 

hoopee  !”  they  cried,  with  Indian  warwhoops,  as  they 
charged  the  west  entry  boys. 

Eilf!  bang!  How  the  shots  landed!  Tire  opponents, 
&  who  had  almost  driven  the  ea^fc  entry  boys  into  their  end 
|  ^le  dormitory,  now  were  taken  completely  aback. 

>  “They've  got  a  gang  behind  them,  or  we’d  never  have 
them  at  us  this  way!”  shouted  Chigger  Howard.  “Let’s 
get  back  to  our  end.” 

f  a  minute,  you  coward!”  shouted  Benson;  but 

gj  ^bigger  took  to  his  heels  and  darted  back  toward  the  dooT- 
way  which  represented  their  goal,  as  it  might  be  called. 

\  Chigger  was  not  going  to  take  any  chances  of  capture  and 
possible  hazing.  » 

“There's  Daresomp !  How’d  he  get  loose?”  yelled  Clay¬ 
ton  angrily,  pointing  toward  the  young  captain,  who  was 
pelting  snow  missiles  at  the  enemy. 

vpjpThe  west  entry  party  now  split  up  and  followed  the  re 
treat  of  Chigger  Howard  despite  the  efforts  of  Clayton. 

“Y\  e  must  capture  him  again!”  yelled  Benson.  And  he 
and  Clayton  sprang  at  Dick  Daresome  once  more.  But 
Sam  Thorpe  now  took  a  hand  in  the  game. 

Oi  perhaps  we  should  say  he  took  a  foot  in  the  game, 
for  with  a  rapid  movement  his  heavily-booted  pedal  extrem¬ 
ity  shot  forth  between  the  legs  of  Henry  Benson. 

That  youth,  running  toward  young  Daresome,  tripped  up 

suddenly.  He  fell  sprawling  on  his  face  with  an  execra¬ 
tion. 


a 


cr 


Ha^e  a  seat,  Benson!”  yelled  Sam,  and  he  flopped 
dbwn  on  top  of  the  fellow  with  a  heavy  thump,  holding 
him  pinned  to  the  ground. 

“Take  him  prisoner!”  cried  Chester  Brown,  while  Clark 
and  a  number  of  the  east  entry  boys  rushed  up,  and  forth¬ 
with  dragged  Benson  around  to  their  side  of  the  build¬ 
ing. 

Look  out  for  Clayton !”  cried  one  of  Dick’s  friends, 
^pick  wks  already  on  the  alert.  The  big  fellow  sprang 

at  him,  not  seeing  what  had  happened  to  his  friend  Ben¬ 
son. 

Dick  stood  where  he  was,  without  flinching.  Clayton 
thought  to  himself,  “This  is  easy  now,”  and  swung  back 
his  right  hand  for  a  heavy  blow. 

But  he  never  delivered  it.  Instead,  Dick  Daresome  acted 
witli  the  quickness  of  a  squirrel.  He  sprang  to  one  side, 
while  at  the  same  instant  he  swung  every  ounce  of  height 
in  his  body  into  the  force  behind  his  right  arm. 


That  right  arm  was  swinging  a  heavy,  hard  snowball, 
acd  the  aim  was  perfect.  j  / 


Biff!  The  missile  struck  Cl  a  ji  ton  in  the  right  eye,  just 
fc  : rushed  past  the  artful  dodger,  Dick.  ' 

“Wow!”  screeched  the  big  fellow  with  pain.  Thi 


)is  time 


lie  received  a  blow  that  was  destined  to  leave  its  mark  o: 
his  thee  tor  many  days.  The  snowball  had  been  deliverer 
at  exactly  the  right  angle,  and  with  just  the  force  to  strik 
his  eye  with  horrible  impact. 

Clayton  doubled  up,  bellowing  with  pain,  and  he  was  ai 
easy  prey  to  the  east  entry  captors. 

“Tie  him  up  !”  shouted  Dick  Daresome  to  his  partners 
and  they  made  quick  work  of  the  burly  but  bellowing  bully 
“Now  drag  him  around  into  the  entry,  and  lock  him  nj 
with  Benson.” 

This  was  done.  The  boys  then  made  a  successful  charg< 
against  their  opponents,  and  it  was  not  long  before  the  othei 
fellows  had  all  been  either  driven  into  the  shelter  of  the 
west  entry  or  taken  prisoners.  *  j 

“Dick,  the  snow  battle  is  over!”  cried  Sam  joyously 
jumping  up  and  down  to  show  his  exultation. 

“Well,  we  licked  them  after  all,”  said  Dick.  “What  shall 
we  do  with  the  prisoners  ?” 

“Oh,  they  are  to  be  let  go,  and  then  we  must  get  into 
our  classes.  We’ve  been  spending  a  lot  of  time  with  this 
business,  and  although  the  teachers  let  us  off,  we  can’t 
waste  any  more  time  now  that  the  other  boys  are  rounded 
up,”  said  Sam. 

“We’ll  just  tell  the  two  friends  what  we  think  of  them, 
won’t  we?”  asked  Chester  Brown,  as  they  turned  back  to 
their  own  side  of  the  dormitory  The  boys  started  to  dis¬ 
perse  and  go  to  their  classes. 

“First  we  must  have  a'  cheer  for  Dick  Daresome,  our 
captain,  who  led  us  to  victory !”  cried  Skinniman  Perkins, 
the  fat  football  captain,  who  had  been  one  of  the  quiet 
but  stead}''  battlers  on  Dick’s  side. 

“Hurrah!  hurrah!  hurrah!  Tiger!”  cheered  the  boys, 
and  then  they  separated  for  the  different  recitation-rooms. 
Dick,  Sam,  Chester,  and  a  few  others  of  the-  boys  went  in 
to  liberate  the  prisoners,  who  had  been  bound,  and  impris¬ 
oned  in  the  corridor  of  the  entry  way. 

Nash  Clayton  and  Henry  Benson  were  the  sonrest-look- 
ing  youths  that  one  could  see  in  many  months  of  search¬ 
ing.  '  'V 

Dick  and  his  friends  grinned  as  they  noted  the  surly  si¬ 
lence  of  the  two  chief  prisoners. 

‘We  are  treating  you  a  good  deal  different  from  the 
way  you  treated  me,”  said  Dick,  as  they  unbound  the  two 
fellows. 

“Well,  you’ll  get  a  lot  more  treatment  before  you’re 
through  with  us,”  grunted  Clayton  as  he  wrested  himself 
..oose,  impatient  with  the  work  of  his  liberators. 

You’ll  carry  my  autograph  around  under  your  eye  for 
some  time,  that’s  one  comfort,”  said  Dick  with  a  grin. 
“And  there’s  lots  more  ink  in  the  pen  that  wrote  that  one. 
Just  put  that  in  your  pipe  and  smoke  it,  my  gentle  friend.” 

“Oh,  don’t  waste  time  arguing  with  these  fresh,  smart 
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\lccs,  Nash,”  said  Benson  as'uis  arms  and  legs  were  freed. 
fc'He  started  out  of  the  entry,  and  looked  back  with  a  venom- 
bus  expression  on  his  dark-skinned  face. 

>  “We  will  let  our  actions  talk  on  you,  Dick  Daresome,”  he 
baid,  with  half-closed  eyes.  “We’ve  only  just  begun  on 
Djyou,  and  you’ll  be  taught  manners  before  you  get  through 
i with  us.” 

Q  “Aw,  beat  it  while  the  going’s  good  !”  cried  Sam  Thorpe 
^•angrily.  “You  two  fellows  spend  most  of  your  time  chew- 
]ing  the  rag  about  what  you’re  going  to  do.” 

^  The  two  friends  and  allies  hurried  away  without  any 
more  words.  But  it  was  plain  to  be  seen  that  the  happen¬ 
ings  of  the  morning  had  not  improved  their  dispositions 

•  a«y. 

3,  “Say,  Dick,”  said  Chester,  “from  what  I  know  about 
c  those  two  lads  I  would  keep  my  eyes  open  all  the  time. 

1  think  they’re  going  to  try  some  dirty  work  against  you. 

1  If  they  could  lick  you  openty,  they’d  do -it;  but  they  can’t, 

^  and  they’re  clever  enough  to  know  it.” 

“I'm  not  worrying  about  them,  old  boy,”  replied  young 
{  Daresome,  “for  they’re  like  all  mean  fellows.  They  are 
not  as  hard  to  read  as  they  think  they  are.” 

“Anyway,  Dick,  we’d  better  be  getting  to  that  rnathe- 
-  matics  class,  or  we’ll  be  getting  into  trouble,”  said  Sam. 

So  the  boys  plodded  along  to  their  classes,  and  were 
y  busy  as  old-fashioned  bees  for  the  rest  of  the  day. 

The  snow  -fight  was  the  sole  topic  of  conversation  in  the 
(  big  dining-room  during  the  lunch  hour.  The  west  entry 
boys  were  inclined  to  be  pretty  indignant  over  their  de- 
feat,  but  somehow  or  other  the  story  of  Dick’s  imprison¬ 
ment,  after  being  knocked  unconscious  with  an  iceball,  got 
a  around. 

^  This  changed  things  considerably,  and  many  generous 
lads  came  ar'ound  to  congratulate  him  on  his  clever  lead- 
ership.  Clayton  and  Benson  made  themselves  pretty  un- 
\  popular  with  the  school  because  of  this  action  of  theirs. 
So  it  is  not  to  be  wondered  at  if  their  bitterness  increased 
with  every  hour. 

“It  is  certainly  the  limit,  Nash,  the  way  that  fellow 
comes  into  this  school  and  queers  you  and  me  with  the 
fellows.  I  won’t  stand  for  it,  that’s  all  there  is  about  it!” 
said  Benson. 

“Can’t  we  get  him  bounced  some  way  or  other?”  askec 
/.  Clayton. 

“I've  been  thinking  of  that,  hu,t  it's  pretty  hard  to  do. 
a  You  know  he's  an  awful  grind  at  his  class  work,  and  that 
bluffs  the  teachers.” 

}  “  How  about  getting  him  mixed  up  in  some  crooked  dea 

y  or  other?”  asked  Clayton  in  a  low  voice. 

“I  never  thought  of  that.  We  might  get  some  of  that 
swiped  grub  into  his  room  on  the  q.t.,  mightn’t  we?”  an¬ 
swered  Benson.  “The  janitor,  Pete,  is  getting  to  be  more 


of  a  drunkard  every  day  with  the  money  that  we  deal  out 
to  him.  If  the  worst  comes  to  the  worst,  we  could  blarnc 
it  on  to  Pete,  if  we  got  caught.  Then  he'd  get  bounced, 
and  we’d  be  rid  of  him.” 

“Good  idea,  Henry.  But  what  would  we  do  when  Pete 
was  gone?  You  know  he  does  a  lot  of  things  for  us  that 
come  in  handy.  You  remember  about  those  examination 
papers  he  stole  from  Watts’  desk  last  term?” 

“Oh,  fudge!  There  are  plenty  more  janitors  who  will 
sell  their  souls  for  a  few  drinks.  Every  man  has  his  price 
in  this  world,  and  it’s  easy  to  bribe  them,”  said  Henry 
Benson. 

The  reader  can  easily  see  that  this  gallant  youth  had  a 
fine  moral  standard.  Henry  Benson  was  destined  to  make 
a  great  career  for  himself  in  the  State  penitentiary. 

f‘I  guess  you’re  right,  Henry,”  said  Clayton,  “^ou  just 
see  if  you  can't  fix  it  with' Pete  to  lift  some  more  things 
from  the  storeroom  in  the  mess  building.  Then  1  n 
slip  it  into  their  room  while  all  of  us  are  at  dinner.” 

“Yes,  that  would  be  good.  We  could  prove  an  alibi  at 
the  time,  and  there  would  be  no  way  of  attaching  tlnr  ~ 
blame  to  us.  We’ve  got  Pete  where  we  want  him,  for  he 
dare  not  peach  oil  us.  You  know  a  few  of  those  things  he 
did  last  term  were  enough  to  land  him  in  jail.  So  well 
get  things  our  way — either  .coming  or  going.” 

The  two  boys  separated  for  the  last  afternoon  class  pe¬ 
riod. 

Dick  met  Chester  Brown  as  he  was  hurrying  along  the 
hall. 

“Hello,  Dick!”  said  Chester.  “Don't  you  want  b^tako/V- 
a  walk  down  to  Merrivale  village  with  me  this  afternoon, 
through  the  snow?  I’m  expecting  an  important  letter  from 
my  folks,  and  the  rural  delivery  won’t  bring  it  to  the 
school  until  morning.” 

“Sure,  I  will  be  glad  to  Chester.  I'll  meet  you  as 
soon  as  this  next  class  is  ov_,.  Jou'd  better  bundle  up, 
for  it’s  snowing  to  beat  the  band.” 

“All  right,  Dick,”  answered  the  lame 
downstairs,  waiting,  and  I'll  make  you  keep  up  a  hot  pace 
to  keep  up  with  me — even  if  I  have  a  game  le<n” 

Dick  went  to  his  class,  and  after  the  period  had  passed 
sent  his  books  over  to  the  room  by  Sam.  Then  he  hurried 
don  n  to  meet  Chester.  It  was  snowing  hard,  and  the  bovs 
saw  that  they  would  have  a  hard  tussle  of  it  along  the  road¬ 
way,  through  the  drifts. 

“Do  you  mind  this  wading  up  to  your  knees?"  asked 
Dick  as  they  plunged  along. 

“I  should  say  not,”  said  Chester.  “The  doctor  at  home 
told  me  that- if  I  forced  myself  to  exercise  as  hard  as  invi¬ 
sible  ail  the  time  I  would  some  day  almost  make  ray 
game  leg  well.  I  will  always  limp,  but  there's  nothin- 
like  building  it  up.  So  you  see  I'm  game  for  any  hard 
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job,  no  matter  liow  it  wears  me  out.  That's  the  only  way 
to  conquer  a  deformity  of  this  kind.” 

“  You're  certainly  a  game  little  chap,”  said  Dick  ad¬ 
miringly. 

The  two  friends  had  now  reached  the  main  road,  and 
were  trudging  through  the  snow  toward  Merrivale  village, 
half  a  mile  to  the  east.  Several  sleighs  passed  them,  their 
bells,  jingling  merrily,\and  the  snotfy  clouds  of  steam  rising 
from  the  perspiring  horses. 

“Don't  they  have  a  jolly  time  of  it  here  in  the  winter?” 
asked  Dick.  “Back  in  New  York,  where  I  live,  Chester, 
only  the  millionaires  can  afford  sleighs.” 

“Yes,  that’s  true,”  the  lame  lad  replied.  “Here  every 
farmer  and  the  people  in  the  villages  have  their  horses. 
and  buggies  and  sleighs.  I  tell  you  there's  more  happiness 
right  here  in  these  small  towns  than  in  the  great  palaces 
there  in  New  York.” 

After  a  hard  walk  they  finally  reached  the  edge  of  Merri- 
.vpje.' 

‘  Just  look  at  the  snow  on  those  house-tops  and  the  fences 
-  and  trees.  It  looks  as  if  Jack  Frost  and  Old  Man  Snow 
had  been  laying  a  carpet 'over  everything,  doesn’t  it?”  asked 
Chester. 

“Yes,”  said  Dic-k,  “and  it  seems  to  me  that  the  two  of 
them  were  selling  it  by  the  yard,  and  made  the  people  take 
a  lot  more  of  the  stuff  than  they  needed.  Just  look  at  all 
they  wasted  over  there  on  those  henhouses  and  that  dog 
kennel.” 

Suddenly,  amid  the  jingling  of  the  sleighbells,  the  boys 
heard  a  scream  from  behind  them. 

and  Chester  whirled  around,  and  saw  coming  up 

the  street  a  fearful  sight. 

It  was  a  double-seated  sleigh,  containing  three  girls,  who 
were  screaming  with  terror.  The  two  black  horses  which 
were  pulling  the  vehicle  were  running  away.  The  lines 
were  flying  along  under  the  runners  of  the  sleigh. 

“Great  guns !”  said  Dick.  “If  they  keep  up,  they  11  lane. 

. _ Yi  yi gf  that  barn  at  the  turn  of  the  road !” 

jcif' toward  them  came  the  frightened  animals,  with 
their  endangered  human  freight.  Death  seemed  to  stare 

them  in  the  face. 

Could  Dick  Daresome  save  them? 


CHAPTER  YI. 

A  BATTLE  WITH  MADDENED  STEEDS. 

“What  are  you  going  to  do,  Dick?”  asked  Chester  in 
ala  ro,  a  he  saw  the  brave  lad  ltap  straight  into  the  mid¬ 
dle  of  the  road.  / 

“H!  -•'too  them !”  Welled  bis  friend  in  reply.  As  he  ut- 

t/ red  he-  brave  words  the  team  b(^re  down  upon  him. 


“You  can't,  Dick!”  shouted  Chester  in  dismay,  for  he  ( 
saw  that  the  maddened  beasts  were  plunging  straight  upon 
lis  friend.  He  knew  that  they  were  too  excited  to  mind 
Dick’s  restraining  powers. 

Dick,  however,  had  seen  the  New  York  policemen  stop 
worse  runaways  than  this  could  possibly  be,  and  so  lie  de- 
;ermined  to  profit  by  the  experience. 

As  the  animals  closed  in  upon  him,  with  their  frightened 
eyes  flashing  fire,  their  nostrils  distended,  and  flecks  of 
foam  dripping  over  their  sweaty  shoulders,  they  were  a  j 

fearful  sight.  , 

But  the  youth  never  faltered.  He  felt  instinctively  that 
they  would  crush  him  to  earth.  But  hoping  against  hope, 
ie  leaped  for  the  reins  of  the  nigh  steed.  Dick  had  learned 
the  lesson  long  before  that  the  way  to  conquer  a  danger  was 

to  wait  until  too  late  to  get  scared. 

So  he  did  this  time,  and  in  a  twinkling  he  had  his  sinewy 
grip  on  the  rein  of  the  maddened  animal. 

“Oh,  he’s  killed!”  screamed  the  girl  in  the  front  seat, 
in  horror-stricken  accents,  for  it  seemed  to  her  that  their 
would-be  rescuer  had  been  trampled  under  foot. 

The  two  girls  in  the  rear  seat  were  too  frightened  e\en 
for  screaming.  They  covered  their  eyes  and  cowered  in 
ffe  seat,  expecting  their  own  death  in  the  next  instant. 

But  Dick  Daresome  was  not  killed. 

With  the  desperation  of  a  fighting  bulldog  he  clung  to 
the  reins,  every  drop  of  blood  in  his  body  tingling  with  the 
one  supreme  thought : 

“I’ll  stop  them!  I’ll  stop  them!  I’ll  stop  them!  ITl 
stop  them!” 

Over  and  over  the  words  tumbled  through  his  v  hirling 
brain  as  the  runaways  plunged  on  despite  his  restraining 
hands.  He  clung  even  tighter,  and  chinned  himself  on  the 

bit. 

This  act  saved  his  life,  for  he  pulled  himself  up  close 
to  the  animal’s  head,  away  from  the  plunging,  death-dealing 
hoofs.  The  horses  seemed  to  be  rushing  on  despite  his 
tight  hold.  He  could  not  seem  to  get  the  right  check  on 
the  bit. 

“Great  Scott !  They’ll  hit  that  barn  in  a  minute !”  mut¬ 
tered  Chester  as  he  stood  still  at  the  side  of  the  road,  his 
eyes  glued  to  the  fearful  fight,  like  those  of  a  pigeon  fasci- 

ated  by  the  evil  eye  of  a  serpent. 

“Whoa,  you  brute!  Whoa!  I  tell  you,  whoa!”  shouted 
Dick,  hoping  that  the  cry  might  check  the  steeds  for  an 
instant.  But  on  they  plunged,  ever  onward. 

Nearer  and  nearer  they  advanced  to  the  barn,  which 
threatened  destruction  to  them  all.  Dick  pulled  himself 
up  a  little  more  and  swung  one  arm  around  the  neck  of 
the  horse. 

Suddenly  he  remembered  an  old  trick  he  had  heard  & 
mounted  policeman  tell  of,  back  home. 
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“Ill  try  it,  if  it's  my  dying  act!”  thought  the  brave 
boy.  And  with  the  thought  he  forced  himself  hack  from 
the  horse,  as  if  to  fall  away  from  the  plunging  animal. 

But  he  held  on  grimly  to  the  reins,  and  pulled  with 
all  his  might  at  the  leather  strap  so  that  he  jerked  the 
animal^  neck,  first  down  and  then  to  the  left  side.  It  was 
a  quick,  hard,  vicious,  painful  jerk. 

It  was  a  successful  jerk ! 

The  runaway  animal  plunged  over  to  one  side,  and  then 
fell  heavily  to  the  snow-covered  ground.  His  teammate 
was  checked  by  the  tangling,  pulling  of  the  harness,  and  so 
he  stopped,  too. 

It  was  just  in  the  nick  of  time,  for  the  barn  at  the  turn¬ 
ing  of  the  road  stood  directly  before  them,  not  ten  feet 

away. 

“Oh,  we’re  saved  !”  cried  the  girl  in  the  front  seat,  and  as 
she  spoke  the  sleigh  came  to  a  sudden  bump  against  the 
fallen  horse,  and  she  was  thrown  straight  over  the  dash¬ 
board  of  the  vehicle. 

Plump !  She  landed  in  a  snow  drift  unhurt,  while  her 
friends  were  bumped  severely,  but  not  dangerously,  in 
the  rear  seat. 

Dick  had  leaped  to  one  side  as  the  horse  fell,  and  now 
he  rushed  to  pick  up  the  girl  who  had  been  thrown  out  so 
unceremoniously. 

He  pulled  the  young  woman  to  her  feet  just  as  Chester 
Brown  hurried  up  to  hold  the  panting  horse.  The  other 
animal  lay  helpless  on  its  side  in  the  road. 

As  the  girl  faced  her  rescuer  her  face  turned  a  scarlet 

o 

hue. 

\  ' 

“Why,  it’s  Dick  Daresome!”  she  cried.  She  pulled  her 

scarf  and  hood  back  as  she  spoke.  Dick’s  turn  to  be  sur¬ 
prised  came  now. 

“And  you're  Be,j  Morrison  !”  he  exclaimed,  equally  star¬ 
tled  at  this  sudden  apparition  of  the  belle  of  the  two  acad¬ 
emies. 

For  an  instant  they  stared  at  each  other,  and  then 
laughed  merrily.  The  two  other  girls  now  giggled,  relieved 
from  the  terriblN  strain  of  their  narrow  escape. 

Dick  whirled  around,  and  saw  that  the  two  in  the  sleigh 
were  Grace  Gray  and  one  of  the  other  girls  from  Green  vale 
Academy. 

“Well,  I  didn’t  expect  to  meet  you  girls  like  this,”  said 
our  friend,  as  he  tried  to  straighten  out  his  mussed  clothes. 
“What  are  you  doing  with  such  a  skittish  team  as  this?” 

The  girls  all  tried  to  talk  at  once,  but  finally  Bess  won 
the  right  of  way. 

“We  were  out  riding  with  the  coachman  from  the  acad¬ 
emy,”  she  said,  “and  the  team  got  scared  at  something  in 
the  road,  up  in  the  village.  They  ran  away,  and  whirled 
around  a  corner,  throwing  out  the  coachman  on  the  turn. 


So  you  see  we  were  dashing  along  to  death  when  you  sac 


us. 
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“You’re  the  bravest  boy  in  the  world,  said  Grace  Gi  *, 
admiringly.  “None  of  those  Belleville  boys  would  ha»- 
done  sucli  a  thing  for  us.  I  know  that  Stuart  AnuMror 
would  never  have  taken  such  a  risk.’ 

She  looked  at  Bess  Morrison  with  a  sidelong  glance,  to 
see  the  effect  of  her  words.  Stuart  Armstrong,  as  the 
reader  probably  remembers,  was  the  leader  oi  the  ri\al  boys? 
academy,  and  considered  himself  the  favored  admirer  of 
Bess  Morrison. 

“Well,  any  boy  would  have  done  it,”  said  Dick  modestly, 
ignoring  the  shaft.  “It's  not  such  a  dangerous  thing  with 


all  this  snow  on  the  ground,  anyway. 


Chester  was  still  holding  the  horse,  and  Dick  beckoned 
to  him. 

“Come  over  and  meet  the  young  ladies,  Ches,”  said  ho-. 
The  lame  lad  was  introduced  to  the  three  girls.  If  ^vas 
easy  to  see,  however,  that  Dick  took  all  their  attention, 

Just  then  a  voice  was  heard  hallooing,  back  of  tiiem, 
up  the  road.  Dick  turned  around,  and  beheld  the  figure^ 
of  a  man  running  stiffly  toward  them. 

“I  guess  that’s  your  lost  coachman,”  he  said.  “Well 
help  him  get  the  horses  untangled,  and  you  can  go  on 
with  your  ride.” 

It  was  the  coachman,  and  he  limped  up  to  the  sleigh. 

“I  thought  ye  was  all  goners,  that  time,  young  ladies," 
said  he.  “Ye’d  better  be  gittin’  back  to  the  school,  or 
they’ll  be  worritin’  about  ye.” 

The  youths  helped  get  the  horses  ready  for  thek-rsi^i-rt-' 
journey.  The  fallen  steed  was  dragged  to  his  feet,  and 
soon  all  was  ready  for  the  return  to  the  academy. 

The  girls  seemed  lotb  to  go,  and  it  was  not  hard  to  dis-T 
cern  that  Dick  was  a  great  deal  more  interested  in  Bess 
Morrison  than  he  wa^willing  to  admit.  / 

“Won’t  you  come  over  to  see  us  at  the  school  soon?” 
asked  Grace  Gray.  “You  don’t  like  us  girls  at  all.  Lam  f 
sure.” 

“Oh,  yes,  I  do,”  said  Dick,  “and  I’ll  come  over  for  a 
skating  party  as  soon  as  the  river  freezes  good.” 

“Then  that  will  be  soon,  because  the  Belleville  bovs  sav 
they  will  start  their  hockey  practice  to-morrow.  They've 
already  asked  us  to  go  skating  with  them,  so  you'd  better 
hurry  up,  or  there  won  t  be  any  open  dates,”  said  Bess  co- 
quettishly. 

Dick  smiled,  and  answered,  “Then  T  guess  you  mean  f 
that  4here  s  no  chance  for  me,  do  you?  Can't  I  have  an  ' 
afternoon's  skating  with  you  this  week,  later?” 

I  he  coquettish  little  maiden  now  pretended  to  be  very  * 
indifferent,  and  shrugged  her  shoulders. 

M  ell,  1 11  let  you  know  after  I  get  back  to  the  school.  ] 


PICK  DARKSOME  AND  Til E  MIDNIGHT  HAZERS. 


19 


Ibave  sev  oral  engagements  with  Stuart  Armstrong,  and 

ill  have  to  look  them  up." 

Pick  sniffed.  He  had  expected  such  an  answer,  and  so 
decided  10  pay  back  in  the  same  way. 

“Oh,  then,  1  wouldn't  bother,  if  I  were  you.  I  can 
get  some  one  else  easy  enough.  Good-by.  We  boys  must 
be  getting  on  with  our  errand  in  the  village.  Good-by.” 

Without  another  word  he  turned  on  his  heel,  and  was 
followed  by  Chester,  who  waved  his  hat  to  the  girls  in  the 
sleigh. 

o 

4 

Bess  Morrison’s  face  turned  a'  deep  red,  and  her  eyes 
flashed  with  resentment.  She  had  not  expected  such  a 
retort  to  her  teasing  coyness. 

“Grace,"  she  said,  “I  think/he’s  the  rudest  boy  I  ever 
saw  in  my  life.  I'm  glad  I  didn’t  give  him  a  chance  to 
skate  with  me,  the  nasty  old  thing !” 

.  “I  don't  think  yon  treated  him  at  all  politely,”  said 
Grace,  with  warmth.  It  was  easy  to  see  that  she  liked 
-k&>7Uipt  a  little  herself.  “I  wouldn’t  refuse  to  skate  with 
Mm,  at  any  old  time.  He  saved  our  lives,  and  I  wouldn't 
insult  him  just  to  be  coquettish.” 

“  Why,  Grace  Gray !  I  believe,  on  my  word,  that  you’re 
getting  a  little  sweet  on  the  young  man  yourself!”  de¬ 
clared  Bess  Morrison.  “What  about  Sam  Thorpe?  That’s 
a  fine  way,  to  let  a  fellow’s  roommate  cut  him  out-!” 

Grace  Gray  became  angry  now,  in  real  earnest,  although 
the  two  girls  were  the  dearest  of  friends. 

“I’m  not  going  to  squabble,  Bess,”  said  she.  “You  can 
act  as  you  please — that’s  your  right.  But  I  know  that  I  am 
-410  coquefte,  and  I  would  be  ashamed  to  treat  a  nice,  polite 
fellow  that  way  after  he  had  saved  my  life.  He’s  a  good 
friend  of  Sam’s,  and  he  can  be  a  good*  friend  of  mine.  I 
think  it  served  you  right  to  answer  yon  back  as  he  did. 
I  would  have  said  more  if  I  had  been  he.” 

“Very  well,  then,”  said  Bess  Morrison,  her  pretty  eyes 
snapping.  “We’ll  not  quarrel  about  it.  I’m  too  good  a 
friend  of  yours  to  do  such  a  thing;  but  I  will  give  every 
— -r  ^  skating  engagement  I  have  to  Stuart  Armstrong. 
You’re  dT?Icome  to  your  old  Merrivale  fellows!” 

The  coachman  had  the  horses  ready  by  this  time,  and  he 
leaped  into  the  front  seat  of  the  sleigh.  He  had  been 
listening  to  this  little  dialogue  with  ill-concealed  amuse¬ 
ment.  He  had  seen  many  generations  of  Greenvale  Acad¬ 
emy  girls  in  his  day,  and  he  saw  the  same  old  story  again 
and  again  and  again. 

“Are  ye  ready,  young  ladies?”  he  asked.%  “It’s  gittin’ 
ate  in  the  afternoon,  an’  ye’d  better  be  gittin’  back’  to 

the  academy.” 

“Yes,  Dan,  we’re  ready,”  said  Bess,  flouncing  down  into 
the  scat  and  drawing  up  the  warm/fur  robes  around  her. 

“Oiddap!”  shouted  Pan  to  th 4  horses,  and  away  they 
sped  dorm  the  street  and  on  to  thejroad  toward  the  island. 


“Well!  well!”  mused  Pan  to  himself  as  the  steeds  gal¬ 
loped  briskly  along  the  snowy  road  through  the  falling 
flakes.  “I  ain’t  no  edgicated  man,  but  I  know  enough 
about  this  world  to  know  that  this  yere  little  gal  thinks  a 
lot  more  about  that  feller  who  stopped  the  team  than 
she  lets  on.” 

He  glanced  down  at  Bess,  who  sat  staring  straight  ahead 
into  the  storm.  There  was  a  softer  look  in  her  eyes  now, 
and  Dan  saw  that  two  big,  pearly  teardrops  quivered  in 
the  corners  of  Bess5  pretty  optics. 

“Huh !”  thought  this  philosophical  coachman  to  himself, 
“I  reckon  that  he’s  a  pretty  slick  young  cuss.  He  knows 
the  right  way  to  treat  gals.  When  ye  rush  ’em  ter  death 
they  laughs  at  ye ;  and  when  ye  treats  ’em  mean  they  cries 
fer  ye.  He’s  a  pretty  slick  young  rascal,  that’s  wot  he 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

THE  MIDNIGHT  HAZERS  START  WORK. 

Pick  and  Chester  soon  reached  the  post-office,  and  Ches¬ 
ter  obtained  the  letter  which  he  had  come  for. 

“It’s  getting  pretty  late,  Dick.  We’ll  have  to  hustle 
to  get  back  to  the  academy  in  time  for  the  first  act  of  sup¬ 
per,”  said  Chester  as  he  tucked  his  letter  into  his  pocket. 

Dick  buttoned  his  collar  around  his  neck,  and  the  two 
sallied  forth  into  the  dusk.  The  falling  flakes  whirled 
about  their  heads,  and  the  wind  whistled  merrily  around 
corners. 

“We’ve  got  a  long  tramp  before  us,  in  this  snow,  even 
though  it  is  only  half  a  mile,”  said  Dick. 

“Yes.  If  we  slide  back  four  steps  through  the  snow 
every  time  we  go  forward  three  steps,  how  long  will  it  take 
us  to  get  home?”  asked  the  jolly  little  lame  lad. 

“The  only  way  we  can  get  there  is  to  walk  backward, 
at  that  rate,”  said  Dick  Daresome  with  a  laugh. 

“We  ought  to  have  those  runaway  horses  now,  with  a 
bobsled  hitched  on  behind  the  sleigh,  and  we  could  steal 
a  ride  home,  like  the  kids.” 

However,  they  sturdily  stuck  it  out,  and  before  long 
had  reached  the  lane.  It  was  quite  dark  by  this  time, 
and  the  lights  of  the  academy  buildings  shone  out  cheerily 
across  the  soft  whiteness  of  the  snow-covered  ground. 

“I  guess  every  one  is  in  the  supper  factory,  Dick,”  said 
Chester.  “Why  can’t  we  take  a  short  cut  across  behind 

the  kitchen?”  V 

“That’s  a  good  idea.  We’re  behind  time  now,  surely,” 

replied  Dick. 

So  they  took  a  diagonal  path  across  through  the  drifting 
snow,  and  were  completely  in  the  shadow,  as  far  as  could 
be  seen  from  the  academy  buildings. 
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While  they  were  laboriously  walking  this  way  around  the 
dark  corner  of  the  building,  Dick  looked  up  suddenly  at 
tiie  sight  of  a  swinging  lantern. 

“Look  there,  dies!”  he  said  in  a  low  voice.  “What’s 

I  i 

any  one  doing  around  this  corner  of  the  building  this  time 
of  day?  See!  There’s  some  one  with  a  lantern!” 

“So  it  is!”  said  Chester;  and  as  he  looked  more  closely, 
he  continued:  “Say,  Dick!  It’s  Pete,  the  janitor,  as  I 
live !  Look  !  1  believe  he’s  drunk  !” 

The  two  boys  stepped  into  a  little  sheltered  corner  of 
the  building  as  the  janitor  passed  them.  He  was  stag¬ 
gering  in  a  way  that  showed  he  was  under  the  influence  of 
liquor. 

“Sssh!”  said  Dick.  “Look  where  he  is  going!” 

The  janitor  was  muttering  to  himself  in  a  drunken  way 
as  he  walked  along  through  the  snow.  He  neared  a  door  in 
the  rear  of  the  messroom  building,  and  searched  in  his 
pocket  for  a  minute. 

“Why,  that's  the  storeroom,  Dick!”  whispered  Chester. 
“What  can  he  be  doing  there  at  this  time?” 

Looking  around  cautiously,  Pete  slipped  a  pass-key  into 
the  door  and  disappeared  inside  the  entrance  to  the  store¬ 
room.  The  boys  slipped  up  nearer  and  peeped  around  the 
edge  of  the  opening. 

•“Oh,  ho!”  said  Chester.  “Now  we  know  who  gets  the 
loot  for  the  Clayton  crowd !  Look  at  him !” 

“That  must  be  it,  for  he’s  taking  preserves, '  and  some 

boxes  of  cake,  and -  Look  there !  A  whole  bunch  of 

bananas !” 

Dick  began  to  get  excited.  The  man  started  back  to¬ 
ward  the  door  with  his  arms  as  full  of  good  things  as 
Santa  Claus  in  the  pictures.  The  boys  slipped  back  to  hide 
behind  shelter. 

/‘This  is  the  last  time,  the  last  time,”  muttered  Pete  to 
himself  in  his  drunken  monotone.  “Them  boys  don’t  pay 
me  enough  for  this.  I  won’t  stand  it  any  more,  that’s 

all.” 

Pete  hurried  along  through  the  drifts,  and  the  two  boys 
followed  behind  like  detectives. 

“I  am  determined  to  find  out  what  is  doing  here,  Dick,” 
said  Chester.  “Aren’t  you?” 

“You  just  bet  I  am,  Ches,”  replied  our  young  friend. 
“I’m  so  hungry  I  could  eat  a  saddle-blanket  fried,  but  I’m 
going  to  learn  what  is  the  plan  back  of  this.  We  may 
learn  something  to  use  against  Clayton  and  Benson,  if 
we  try  hard.” 

The  pursued  and  his  pursuers  walked  around  the  cor¬ 
ner  of  the  building  and  straight  toward  the  dormitory. 

“Look,  Dick!”  said  Chester  Brown,  pointing.  “Pete  is 
going  toward  our  entry  of  the  dormitory,  instead  of  the 
one  where  Clayton  and  his  crowd  live  I” 


“That’s  so.  I  wonder  what  that  means?  Maybe  we 
are  mistaken,  and  maybe  it  is  for  some  other  fellows.’ 

“That  can  hardly  be,”  answered  Chester.  “But  we  shall 
see  as  soon  as  we  get  inside.” 

The  man  entered  the  door  cautiously  and  started  up 
the  stairs  of  the  boys’  own  entry.  They  followed  him 
slyly;  so  slyly,  indeed,  it  was  that  he  had  not  the  slightest 
idea  that  his  actions  were  being  watched. 

“Great  Scott!”  whispered  Dick.  “Look  at  that!  He’s 
going  into  my  room  !  That  explains  the  fellow  snooping 
around  there  yesterday !” 

“It’s  some  sort  of  a  plot,  Dick,  as  sure  as  you’re  born! 
Here,  quick !  Dodge  into  Perkins’  room  here  while  Pete 
goes  out.  Then  we’ll  investigate.” 

In  a  short  time  the  drunken  janitor  came  out  of  the 
room,  went  downstairs  and  into  his  owTn  quarters  on  the 
basement  floor.  Ilis  task  -was  completed. 

“Now  to  see  what  he  has  done,”  said  Dick  as  the  two 
amateur  detectives  dashed  into  Dick's  room.  They  ia&sr 
around  them  in  surprise. 

Not  a  sign  of  any  of  the  loot  was  in  sight. 

“Well,  what  d’ye  know  about  that?”  snorted  Dick  in 
blank  amazement. 

He  rushed  to  the  closet  and  opened  it,  but  nothing  of  the 
stolen  goods  was  in  sight. 

“Where  on  earth  did  he  put  those  things,  Chester?”  que¬ 
ried  Dick. 

Chester  shook  his  head.  “It’s  one  on  me,”  said  he,  as  he 
looked  under  the  bed  and  in  all  the  drawers  of  the  big  dou-4 
ble  dresser  which  Sam  and  Dick  used  for  their 

“Talk  about  magicians,  I  never  saw  anything  like  this! 
It  beats  the  Asiatic  trunk  mystery  all  hollow,”  said  Dick. 

“Let’s  hunt  over  every  inch  of  this  room,  Dickie,  if  we 
don’t  get  a  bite  of  food  for  the  next  month.  If  we  let  a 
drunken,  ignorant  janitor  fool  us  we  deserve  to  be  hood¬ 
winked,”  said  Chester,  as  he  got  down  on  the  floor  to  night 
along  the  line  of  the  carpet.  * 

Dick  took  the  hint  and  wfalked  around  thCH^**,  tap¬ 
ping  them  with  his  clenched  knuckles,  to  hunt  for  a  trap 
door  or  secret  panel. 


“Those  fellows  must  have  fixed  up  some  sort  of  a  scheme 
here  for  him  to  put  that  stuff  away,  Dick.  Then  they 
thought  we’d  be  at  supper  now  and  the  coast  be  clear.  Well, 
they  nearly  worked  it,”  said  Chester. 


I  gutss  their  little  game  was  to  peach  on  us  to  the  prin- 
c  ipal  oi  some  one,  so  that  this  stolen  food  would  be  found 
in  our  room.  That  is  a  manly  way  to  act.  isn’t-  it?” 
Dick's  eyes  flashed  with  indignation.  » 

“ Well,  for  goodness'  sake,  hurry,  and  let  us  find  the 
hilling  place  lor  all  that  grub!  I'm  getting  more  famished 
every  minute!  Supper  must  be  nearlv  over.”  said  Chester. 
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is*-  l 


eg  impatient  with  his  own  inability  to  locate  the  se¬ 


cret. 

•Suddenly  Dick  laughed. 

“Ah,  ha  ;  1  should  have  thought  of  it  long  ago,”  said  he. 
“Look  at  the  fireplace  there!” 

Chester  understood  at  once. 


“Of  course,”  said  he.  “We  were  both  asleep  at  the 
switch.  That  old  grate  is  closed  up  with  that  tin  over 
the  front  of  it  because  the  rooms  are  warmed  with  steam 
heat.  I  might  have  thought  of  that  if  I  hadn’t  been  so 
anxious  to  find  a  trap  door,  like  a  real  detective.” 

It  was  bat  the  work  of  a  few  seconds  for  Dick  to  pull 
away  the  black  tin  cover  which  was  placed  in  front  of  the 
grate  opening  to  keep  out  soot  and  to  prevent  draughts. 
Behind  it  was  piled  the  stolen  foodstuff. 

“Now  let’s  hunt  up  Professor  Watts  and  give  him  the 

.  our  room,  to  look  into  it  himself,  and -then  beat  it 
ffjff  supper,”  said  Dick.  “I’ll  be  a  living  skeleton  if  I  have 

Starve  for  five  more  piinutes.” 

’rt-  “  You  can’t  hurry  any  too  much  for  me,”  said  Chester, 
and  the  lame  lad  hustled  along  beside  Dick  at  a  pace  that 
was  surprising. 

When  they  reached  the  professor’s  rooms,  in  the  teach¬ 
ers'  building,  Dick  knocked  quickly.  The  professor  came 
to  the  door  and  smiled  at  young  Daresome,  who  was  one 
of  his  favorite  pupils,  because  of  his  frank,  manly  and 
thoroughly  honest  methods. 

“Ah,  Daresome!  What  can  I  do  for  you?  Won’t  you 
step  inside?”  he  asked  pleasantly. 

“No,  sir;  thank  you  very  much,  just  the  same.  I  can 
onlyfistop  a  few  seconds.  There’s  been  some -crooked  work 
done  in  our  room,  and  we  came  to  report  it  to  you.  To 
be  exact,  it  was  in  my  room,  and  not  Brown’s.” 

“This  is  serious.  I  might  have  suspected  something, 
considering  the  enemies  you  have  made  in  Merrivale  Acad¬ 
emy  by  your  square  dealings.  Let  me  hear  about  it,”  said 
the  kindly  professor. 

Well,  it’s  not  so  very  much — it’s  just  a  plot  to  queer 
us,  ti:^  s  all;  and  while  I  am  not  a  tattle-tale,  still  I  don’t 
intend  to  let  any  one  tattle  about  me  falsely.” 

“You’re  right,  my  boy,”  said  the  professor.  “'Let  me 
hear  the  whole  thing.” 

“Brown  and  I  were  coming  back  from  an  errand  to 
the  village  when  we  took  a  short  cut  back  of  the  mess 


building.  We  saw  Pete,  the  janitor,  go  into  the  storeroom 
with  a  lantern,  and  come  out  with  a  lot  of  fruit,  cakes, 
canned  stuff,  and  the  like,  which  he  took  up  into  our  room. 
He  bid  them  behind  the  tin  front  of  the  fireplace,  and 
they’re  there  now.” 

“Why,  you  don’t  say!”  excbiimed  the  professor  in  sur¬ 
prise.  \ 

“Yes,  hit,  J  do  say,”  laughed  Dick.  “I  have  my  own 


opinion  as  to  who  sent  him  to  make  such  a  nice  present 
to  us;  but  as  the  parents  of  all  the  boys  paid  their  share 
for  that  food,  we  don’t  want  to  get  more  than  our  share. 
So  I’ve  brought  you  the  key  of  my  room,  and  wish  you’d 
verify  my  words,  and  do  as  you  think  best.” 

The  professor  stood  lost  in  thought  for  an  instant. 

“Oh,  now  I  have  an  idea,”  said  he.  “You  leave  the 
key  with  me,  and  the  principal  and  I  will  remove  those 
articles  ourselves.  Then  we  will  leave  your  door  open,  so 
that  when  you  get  back  to  your  room  from  supper  all  will 
seem  as  it  was  before.  We  will  await  developments  in 
the  matter,  and  when  we  get  a  complaint  \yill  know  how 
to  act.” 

“All  right,”  said  Dick.  “Then  we’ll  hurry  and  get  the 
last  two  platefuls  of  grub  in  the  hall,  or  else  we’ll  never 
live  to  testify  against  the  janitor.” 

The  two,  youths  hustled  over  to  the  dining-hall,  and 
were  greeted  cheerily  by  their  friends. 

“Where  have  you  been,  Dick?”  asked  Sam. 

Dick  saw  Henry  Benson  at  the  next  table,  drinking  in 
every  word  and  gesture,  and  so  he  innocently  replied: 

“Oh,  Chester  and  I  just  got  back  from  Merrivale  vil¬ 
lage,  where  we  went  on  an  errand  early  in  the  afternoon. 
It  is  snowing  like  Greenland,  and  we  nearly  lost  our  way.” 

“Yes,  and  Dick  did  the  rescue  act  with  a  runaway,” 
said  Chester,  and  despite  Dick’s  efforts  to  restrain  him  he 
detailed  the  whole  story. 

This,  as  it  is  easy  to  guess,  did  not  please  the  listening 
Benson  and  his  friends. 

“There  they  go!  Those  fellows  always  lie  for  each 
other,  and  make  other  folks  believe  thev’re  a  lot  of  heroes. 
But  we’ll  get  even  with  them  to-night,  won’t  we?” 

-  Benson  chuckled  with  glee  over  the  prospects  of  the 
hazing  later  in  the  evening.  His  cronies  were  sitting 
around  him,  and  they  unjoyed  the  prospect  very  much, 
too.  In  fact,  it  was  about  all  they  had  talked  about,  in 
low  tones,  during  the  meal. 

The  two  friends  finally  got  some  supper,  despite  their 
tardiness;  but  the  other  fellows  in  the  hall  had  finished 
their  repast  and  left  in  struggling  groups  of  two  and  three 
long  before  Dick  and  Chester  were  through. 

At  last  they  were  the  only  two  left  in  the  big  hall.  As 
they  were  loitering  over  the  last  dainties  of  the  well-cooked 
supper,  for  Merrivale  was  an  exceptional  boarding- academy 
in  this  respect,  their  waiter  approached  them  with  a  hesi¬ 
tating  air. 

^  i 

“I  beg  your  pardon,  Mistah  Dick,”  said  he  with  em-' 

barrassment,  “bpt  I  wants  to  tell  ye  something  that  may 
be  of  help  to  ye.” 

“Go  ahead,  Jack,”  said  Dick  affably,  for  he  had  always 
liked  the  fat,  jolly,  black-faced  waiter. 

“Well,  suh,  J  ain’t  fergot  the  way  that  there  Benson 
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nade  mo  spill  that  soup  on  you,  an’  I  ain't  forgot  his  hit- 
^  in'  me  with  a  bun;  an’  if  yo’ll  pardon  me  fer  interferin’ 
vith  your  affairs.  I'll  tell  ye  what  I  heerd  to-day.” 
j  “Fire  away.  Jack,”  said  Dick. 

“Well,  suh,  them  fellers  with  Benson,  I  heerd  ’em  talkin’ 
^bout  yo’  an’  Mistah  Sam.  They  is  goin’  to  haze  ye  to¬ 
night,  yeal  late,  an’  so  I’m  puttin’  ye  wise.  That’s  all. 
QSow,  don’t  let  on  ye  heerd  it  from  me,  for  they  would  git 
^ne  fired  on  some  excuse  or  other.  I  must  be  gittin’  now, 
cause  I  got  a  date  wid  mah  best  gal  down  in  the  village, 
glut  I  jes’  wanted  to  tell  ye.” 

Dick  smiled. 

v>  “  Thank  you  very  much.  Jack.  I’ll  keep  mum.  And 
naybe  I’ll  give  them  a  surprise  they’re  not  looking  for, 
3  hanks  to  your  hint.  I’ll  remember  you  in  my  will.  Jack, 
clood-night.” 

t  The  boysfarose  and  left  the  hall.  The  grinning  waiter 
x  aughed  to  himself  as  he  cleared  away  the  remaining  dishes. 
1  “Well,  I.  reckon  as  how  Mistah  Dick  will  show  dem 
lenson  fellers  whar  dey  gits  off,  else  I  ain’t  no  jedge.  Dem 
f3enson  and  Clayton  fellers  is  po’  white  trash — I  knows 
em  all  right ;  but  dat  Mistah  Dick  he’s  de  real  ole-fashion’ 
]ualitv,  he  is,  jes’  like  dey  used  to  have  befo’  de  wah.  I 
]cnows  quality  when  I  sees  ’em.” 

Dick  and  Chester  hurried  back  to  the  dormitory. 

<  “What  are  you  going  to  do,  Dick?”  asked  his  friend. 

,  “I’m  going  to  do  what  they  call  stacking  the  cards,” 
'eplied  Dick  with  a- laugh.  “They  think  they'll  take  Sam 
md  me  unawares.  Well,  they’ve  got  another  guess  coming, 
hat’s  all.” 

Dick  hustled  up  to  his  room.  Sam  was  sitting  there, 

:  studying.  Dick  tore  around  and  knocked  over  a  chair  or 
•  -wo,  just  to  relieve  his  spirits,  while  Sam  gazed  at  him  in 
vonder  and  awe. 

“Are  you  crazy,  Dick  Daresome?”  asked  his  roommate. 

“Nope;  but  I  havet.some  great  news!  Whoopee!”  shout¬ 
’d  Dick. 

Sam  glared  at  him  with  suspicion.  ^ 

“What  is  it?” 

“Well,  the  Clayton  gang  is  playing  right  into  our  hands,” 
;  mid  Dick,  “in  two  different  ways.  The  most  important  is 
hat  they  are  coming  to  haze  you  and  me  to-night,  and  we 
will  be  ready  for  them  when  they  arrive.” 

This  news  tickled  Sam,  and  he  was  as  jubilant  as  his 
'oommate.  He  threw  aside  his  books  and  sprang  to  his 
'eet. 

“That’s  great,  Dick!  Let's  give  them  such  a  hazing  as 
j  :hey  won’t  forget  for  many  a  day !” 

i  “That's  just  what  I  want  to  do,  Sam,”  said  Dick.  “We'll 
^ivc  them  such  a  warm  reception  that- they’ll  have  to  eat 
1  >ff  a  mantelpiece  for  the  next  week.  Who  shall  we  have  in 
to  act  on  the  reception  committee?” 


Sam  thought  for  a  minute,  then  he  wrote  down  a  list. 

“Here's  a  warm-hearted  bunch:  \\ allace  Clarke  and 
all  the  boys  at  our  table.  I  don’t  think  Chester  had  better 
mix  in  it.” 

“Yes,  I  will,”  said  the  little  lame  chap  gamely.  “I'm 
just  as  good  as  the  next  fellow;  and  Ill  get  a  cane — then 
you  just  watch  me.” 

“All  right;  but  I  must  round  up  the  bunch  and  get  them 
in  here  early,”  said  Dick. 

He  sallied  forth,  and  soon  had  arrangements  completed 
for  his  little  surprise  party  to  the  surprise  party. 

The  time  for  “lights  out”  came  before  long,  after  the 
boys  had  forced  themselves  to  get  down  to  their  studying! 
Then,  one  after  another,  their  friends  came  slipping  into 
their  room  for  the  celebration  later. 

“Now,  you  fellows,  when  I  give  the  signal  hide  in  the 
closet  there,  and  under  the  bed.  It  will  be  pretty  close 
quarters  for  such  a  bunch,  but  you  can  hold  it  for  a  minv  ^ 
or  two,”  said  Dick. 

“I’ll  go  on  guard  duty  outside  the  door,  then,”  said 
Chester,  who  brandished  a  large,  heavy  cane.  “Then  when 
I  hear  them  coming  I’ll  slip  in  and  get  under  the  bed.  So 
save  a  seat  for  me.” 

“That’s  a  good  idea,  Chester,”  said  Dick  approvingly. 
“•Now,  Sam  and  I  had  better  undress,  at  least  partly,  so 
as  to  fool  them.  We’ll  put  on  our  pajamas  over  some  of 
our  other  clothes,  so  as  to  look  the  part  we  act.” 

“What  do  you  want  us  to  do,  Dick?”  asked  another  chap. 

“Well,  you  fellows  wait  until  they  start  in  on  me,  and 
then  jump  them  from  all  sides  at  once.  Pull  their  masks 
off,  if  they  have  any,  and  just  beat  them  up  generally.  Then 
we’ll  give  them  a  few  degrees  ourselves.  I  have  told  the 
boys  on  this  floor  of  the  dormitory,  and  tliey’r^  all  wait¬ 
ing  to  join  in  the  rough-house.” 

“I’ll  bet  they  are,  for  Clayton  and  his  gang  are  none 

too  popular,”  said  Sam. 

\ 

The  boys  partly  undressed,  ready  to  crawl  into  bed,  while 
their  friends  waited  the  signal  from  Chester,  the  lookout  _  ** 

Finally  Chester  came  slipping  into  the  room  silently, 
and  his  only  signal  was  a  little  “Sssh!” 

Dick  and  Sam  leaped  into  bed,  with  Dick  on  the  side 
toward  thy  door.  The  light  of  the  student  lamp  was  turned 
very  low,  and  the  boys  all  hid  in  their  appointed  places. 

In  a  jiffy  the  room  seemed  empty,  and  in  the  dim  glow 
of  the  lamp  on  their  study  table,  all  seemed  as  peaceful  as 
if  the  two  lads  were  soundly  sleeping. 

The  door  opened,  and  into  the  room,  as  Dick  could  see 
through  his  half-closed  eves,  stalked  a  number  of  figures 
dressed  in  long  white  gowns. 

Their  faces  were  covered  with  masks  which  completely 
concealed  their  identity.  Through  the  holes  iu  front  Dick 
caught  the  gleam  of  their  eyes. 


r„- 
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IVo  of  i lie  fellows  bore  handfuls  of  switches,  while  an- 
ci.ier  bore  a  torch  on  a  stick.  It  gave  a  weird  red  glow 
to  the  room,  and  the  white  figures  would  have  been  a  ter¬ 


rifying  sight  to  a  lad  suddenly  awakened  at  midnight. 

Gut  Dick  and  Sam  had  no  fear.  Their  hearts  quick 
ened  their  action  a  little,  perhaps,  but  the  boys  lay  per¬ 
fectly  still. 


The  white-robed  figures  came  nearer  and  nearer,  and 
*  ^  the  leader  walked  over  to  the  edge  of  Dick's  bed.  He  gazed 
at  the  apparently  sleeping  boy  for  an  instant. 

Then  lie  laughed  softly,  and  his  companions  chuckled  at 
the  extreme  funniness  of  the  situation. 

IS  Truth  to  tell,  Dick  and  Sam  felt  more  like  laughing, 
as  they  realized  the  real  humor  of  the  situation. 

But  their  faces  never  twitched  as  they  lay  there,  breath¬ 
ing  easily  and  regularly.  The  leader  of  the  masked  vis¬ 
itors  leaned  over  Dick  and  in  a  deep-pitched  voice  bellowed 
out  sonorously: 

,  stp'1  *  Dick’  Daresome,  awake  to  meet  your  doom !  Awake ! 
JWake !  Sam  Thorpe,  awake  to  meet  your  doom !  Awake ! 
awake !” 


The  masked  figures  behind  him  chanted  in  hoarse  voices : 
“Death !  death !  death  !”  ■ 


CHAPTER  VIII. 


THE  BITERS  ARE  BITTEN. 


The  leader  of  the  midnight  hazers  leaned  over  the  bed 
and  grasped  Dick’s  shoulder  in  a  rude  grip,  shaking  it 

roughly. 

“Wake  up,  you  freshie!”  he  cried,  and  Dick  recognized 
the  voice  of  Nash  Clayton.  W 

Quick  as  lightning,  Dick  Daresome  sprang  up,  and  be- 
ToTTNhe  fellow  realized  it,  Dick  had  delivered  a  smashing 
blow  on  hi«  forehead. 

“Take  that,  Mr.  Hazer!”  cried  Dick. 

Sam  sprang  out  of  bed  on  the  other  side,  toward  the 
window,  and  reached  for  his  heavy  shoes.  As  he  did  so  he 
turned  up  the  lamp  so  that  they  could  have  a  better  light 
for  the  fight. 

The  leader  of  the  hazers  staggered  back  from  the  force 
of  the  blow.  His  fellows  were  too  astonished  at  Dick’s  sud¬ 
den  wakefulness  to  act  for  an  instant,  and  they  hesitated. 

“Come  on,  you  low-down  cowards!”  cried  Dick  Dare- 
some.  “Pm  not  afraid  of  the  (whole  crowd  of  you  to- 
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Dick  stood  on  the  bed,  as  a  bait.  But  as  the  leader  of 
the  ma-ked  hazers  ran  to  the  side  of  the  bed,  one  of  the 


boys  hiding  beneath  grabbed  him  by  the  ankle  and  gave 
it  a  pull. 

The  leader  fell  over  backward,  and  as  he  did  so  Dick 
Daresome  took  a  flying  leap  at  him  and  landed  with  all  his 
weight  right  on  the  fellow’s  chest. 

“Ouch!”  he  cried  as  he  received  the  crushing  blow,  and 
sank  back  with  a  prolonged  yell  of  agony  which  was  heard 
throughout  the  dormitory. 

“They  must  be  murdering  some  one,”  said  one  of  the 
boys  on  the  dormitory  floor  whom  Dick  had  asked  to  help, 
and  as  the  outside  fellows  rushed  to  the  door  of  the  room 
they  ££w  a  most  interesting  sight. 

Dick  Daresome  was  standing  with  one  foot  on  the  pros¬ 
trate  leader  of  the  hazers,  while  with  his  fista  he  was  •  de¬ 
livering  sturdy  right  and  left  hooks  on  the  faces  of  his 
opponents. 

Chester  Brown  had  crawled  out  from  under  the  bed,  and 
was  delivering  a  terrific  bastinado  with  his  heavy  cane  on 
the  shoulders  of  a  masked  hazer. 

“Give  it  to  them,  boys!”  yelled  Dick,  and  he  swung  a 
savage  blow  on  one  particularly  scrappy  hazer.  The  fel¬ 
low  tumbled  over  backward,  and  as  he  fell  Dick  jerked  off 
his  mask. 

“It’s  our  friend  Benson!”  cried  Dick.  He  swung  an 
open-handed  blow  on  the  side  of  Benson’s  cheek  as  the 
fellow  tried  to  rise  again,  and  the  resounding  whack  made 
him  wince  with  pain. 

“Welcome  to  our  city!”  yelled  Sam,  and  he  poured  a 
volley  of  shoes  on  the  heads  of  the  dismayed  assailants. 

“Capture  them,  boys!”  shouted  Dick,-  as  he  dragged 
Clayton  to  a  corner  of  the  room.  He  pulled  the  mask  off 
the  fellow’s  face,  and  handed  in  a  strenuous  blow  just  for 
good  measure. 

The  reader  must  not  think  that  all  this  time  Dick  and 
lis  friends  were  the  only  ones  delivering  punishment.  Ben¬ 
son  and  his  friends  were  known  as  some  of  the  best  boxers 
of  the  school. 

They  handed  back  some  very  strong  arguments  in  favor 
of  this  reputation,  and  it  was  by  no  means  a  one-sided  bat- 
;le;  but  Dick’s  crowd  had  right  on  their  side. 

They  expected  the  fight,  while  the  hazers  were  taken  by 
surprise.  In  consequence,  when  all  the  concealed  allies 
lad  swung  into  action,  and  the  floor  was  crowded  with  con¬ 
testants,  the  tide  of  battle  went  against  Benson  and  Chi¬ 
ton. 

“Drive  them  into  the  corners!”  shouted  Dick. 

Slowly  but  surely  the  would-be  hazers  were  beaten  back  f 
into  the  corners  of  the  room,  separated,  and  at  last  sub¬ 
jugated.  * 

“Take  them  prisoners,  boys!”  cried  Sam;  and  he  fished 
some  lengths  o£ clothesline  from  his  closet. 

“You  bet  we  will!”  said  Clark;  and  despite  the  strug- 
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gles  and  kicking,  the  tugging  and  biting  of  the  defeated 
lads,  our  friends  succeeded  In  tying  them  all  up  securely. 

By  this  time  all  the  boys  on  that  floor  had  gathered 
around  the  door  of  Dick’s  room  to  see  the  fun. 

“Look  at  our  visitors,  fellows,”  said  Dick,  pulling  the 
masks  off  them  alj.  “They  are  all  from  the  other  entry.  It 
certainly  was  sociable  of  them  to  come  all  the  way  around 
in  the  snow  to  call,  wasn’t  it?” 

“You  bet  it  was!”  cried  Sam. 

“Let’s  give  them  a  little  entertainment,  now  that  they’ve 
come,”  suggested  Chester. 

“  Yes !  yes !”  cried  the  boys.  “  Give  them  a  hot  old  time !” 

Dick  grinned,  and  obeyed  the  vote  of  the  popular  ma¬ 
jority. 

One  after  another  the  hazers  were  brought  out  into  the 
hall,  and  while  the  students  stood  around  them  they  were 
unbound  and  made  to  go  through  all  sorts  of  ridiculous 
capers. 

“Let’s  have  a  four-legged  race,  Dick,”  suggested  Sam. 

“All  right.  You  pick  out  the  horses  from  the  stable.” 

Chigger  Howard,  Percy  Herron  and  Henry  Benson  were 
brought  forth. 

“Get  down  on  all  fours,”  said  Sam,  armed  with  some  of 
the  switches.  “It  was  awfully  nice  of  you  fellows  to  pro¬ 
vide  the  horsewhips  for  us.” 

“Yes,  they’re  a  kind-hearted  bunch,”  piped  up  Chester, 
armed  with  his  cane.  “If  your  horse  tries  to  buck  or  do 
any  running  away,  lambaste  him,  that’s  all.” 

The  three  fellows  were  ordered  to  get  down  on  all  fours, 
and  Dick  drew  an  imaginary  line  across  the  floor  for  the 
starting  point. 

“Hold  up  this  race!”  said  Skinniman  Perkins,  who  had 
just  strolled  down  from  his  room,  attired  in  a  flowing  and 
roomy  nightgown,  with  red  carpet-slippers  to  further  en¬ 
hance  the  generous  proportions  of  his  figure. 

“What’s  thq  matter,  Skinniman?”  asked  Dick. 

“Well,  I  insist  on  that  other  gallant  Arabian  steed  be¬ 
ing  put  into  the  race.  Where  is  Clayton  ?”  he  asked. 

“We’re  saving  him  for  a  special  performance,”  said  Sam. 

“Well,  as  the  football  captain  of  Merrivale,  I  insist  on 
Clayton  being  entered  for  this  heat,  too.  He  was  sore  when 
I  appointed  Dick  Daresome  on  the  provisional  team  in¬ 
stead  of  him.  He  bragged  about  his  speed.  Now  let’s  try 
him  out.  Maybe  we  did  him  an  injustice,  lie  is  such  a 
sweet-souled  chap  that  I’d  hate  to  treat  him  unfairly.” 

“Ho!  ho!”  laughed  the  boys,  catching  on  to  the  joke, 
and  they  cried:  “Clayton!  Clayton!  We  want  Clayton!” 

“All  right,  Skinniman,”  said  Sam.  “I’ll  go  in  and  get 
the  prize  racer,  but  I  need  a  helper  or  two,  for  lie’s  a 
restive,  high-strung  steed,  and  he  may  need  a  little  bronco 
busting  to  quiet  him  down. 

Dick  and  Sam,  with  Chester,  started  in,  armed  with 


switches.  They  soon  reached  the  captive  Clayton,  who 
was  lying  in  the  middle  of  the  room,  bound  securely.  He 
had  at  last  regained  his  breath,  after  Dick  s  terrible  jump 
earlier  in  the  hazing  game. 

“Oh,  you  curs !”  he  hissed.  “I’ll  get  hunk  with  you  for 
this!  You  think  you’re  mighty  smart,  flon't  you.'  M  ell, 

I’ve  just  started  with  you,  that  s  all .  ?  *• 

“You’ve  made  several  false  starts,  Clayton,”  said  Dick. 
“Yes.  we’ll  teach  you  how  to  make  a  fair  one,”  said 
Chester,  and  he  brought  his  switch  across  Clayton  s  back 
with  a  resounding  swish.  “I  have  not  forgotten  a  few 
little  courteous  things  you  did  to  me,  you  big  bully!” 

“Come  on,  Clayton!,  You’d  better  come  without  any 
funny  business,  or  you’ll  get  the  worst  hiding  you  ever 
received  in  your  life !”  said  Dick  grimly. 

The  fellow  saw  that  the  lads  meant  business.  H  • 
that  they  were  armed  with  the  very  weapons  he  In  ^  ex¬ 
pected  to  use  on  Dick  Daresome  when  captured. 
followed  them  meekly,  though  he  raged  within. .  kci- 

“  Here’s  our  famous  Kentucky  thoroughbred,  King  Clay¬ 
ton,”  said  Dick  as  he  led  the  way,  while  Clayton  humbly 
crawled  on  his  hands  and  knees  behind  him,  with  Chester 
and  Sam  on  each  side  for  a  guard. 

“Yes;  the  very  first  time  in  captivity,”  said  Chester. 

“Notice  the  refined  expression  on  his  face;  that  is  the 
proof  of  a  thoroughbred,”  said  Sam. 

The  boys  laughed  uproariously. 

“Sssh !”  warned  Dick.  “You  fellows  will  be  waking  up 
the  principal  if  you’re  not  careful !  The  teachers'  building  | 
is  only  a  little  way  off,  and  it’s  late.” 

Thev  quieted  down  for  a  little  while,  but  as  soon  as 
the  four  gallant  steeds  were  arranged  in  line  their  excite¬ 
ment  overcame  them. 

“Now,  don’t  you  think  they  look  a  little  worn-out  after 
their  hatfd  day’s  work?”  suggested  Skinniman.  “Why 
not  give  them  a  little  water  before  starting  them  on  this 
terrible  race?” 

“Good  idea,”  said  Sam,  and  he  raced  into  his  rfiom,,  re¬ 
turning  with  the  water-pitcher,  which  he  emptied  over  the 
heads  of  the  four  ringleaders. 

Clayton  reared  up  and  tried  to  strike  the  pitcher  from 
the  hand  of  his  tormentor. 

Crack!  The  switch  in  the  hands  of  Chester  Brown 
swished  around  his  wrist,  and  he  quickly  realized  his  im¬ 
potence. 

I 

“Ready  on  the  line!”  cried  Skinniman.  who  acted  as 
starter. 

The  four  fellows  crawled  around,  and  on  all  fours  waited 
for  the  starting  signal. 

O  O 

“  Set !  ”  •jjaSylll 

The  boys  bubbled  with  excitement.  Dick  and  his  friends 
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x\{  to  follow  the  racers  with  their  switches,  to  en- 
v  any  flagging  of  spirits  in  the  steeds. 


“Go!"  yelled  Skinniman  with  all  the  force  of  his  lungs. 

“They're  off  !”  cried  a  score  of  voices. 

Swish!  The  switches  in  the  hands  of  the  inexorable 
drivers  cracked  across  the  legs  of  the  four  ,  unhappy  fel¬ 
lows.  -  i 

Down  the  hall  they  scrambled.  As  they  passed  the  gant¬ 
let  ot  the  double  line  of  boys  they  were  pounded  over 
rhe  backs  and  legs  with  canes,  brooms,  umbrellas,  and  any 
other  weapon  of  encouragement  which  could  be  raked  up. 

“Clayton's  in  the  lead!”  cried  Sam. 

“Hurrah !“  cried  the  boys,  and  the  race  became  hotter 
and  hotter.  Finally  the  four  reached  the  turn  at  the  end 
of  the  hall  and  they  whirled  -around.' 

“Stir  them  up !”  shouted  Dick,  and  blows  were  showered 
on  the  four  fellows. 

On  they  came,  galloping  along  the  floor  on  their  hands 
*  st|id  knees  in  a  most  comical  manner.  At  least  it  was 
Comical  to  our  friends,  but  for  the  disappointed  hazers  it 
was  the  most  pathetic  thing  imaginable. 

“Whoop!  Hurrah!  Go  it,  Benson!  Sick  rem,  Clay¬ 
ton  !” 


“  Yes,  and  hazing  is  the  most  serious  offense  of  this  acad¬ 
emy,”  said  the  principal,  looking  fiercely  at  Dick  Dare- 
some.  “Are  you  the  ringleader  of  this  noisy  and  objec¬ 
tionable  affair,  young  man?” 

Dick  was  embarrassed  and  confused. 

Bensqn  noticed  this,  and  he  slyly  tried  to  take  advan¬ 
tage  of  it. 

“Yes,  principal,  Daresome  the  leader  of  the  whole 
thing — you  can  see  how  guilty  he  looks.” 

“What  have  you  to  say,  Clayton?”  asked  the  principal 
of  the  big  fellow. 

“We  are  all  being  hazed  by  Daresome  and  his  crowd, 
please,  sir,”  said  Clayton,  hoping  to  fool  the  authorities 
by  his  unusual  politeness. 

Dick’s  heart  sank.  He  saw  before  him  expulsion  and 
disgrace.  He  pictured  in  his  mind  the  distress  with  which 
his  widowed  mother  would  read  a  letter  from  the  principal 
telling  of  his  dreadful  deeds. 

“Don’t  you  know  that  we  always  expel  scholars  who 
haze  others  in  the  Merrivale  Academy?”  asked  the  prin¬ 
cipal.  “All  our  students  are  on  their  honor  here,  and 
when  they  prove  unworthy  of  trust  then  we  send  them 
home.” 


A  babel  of  cries  went  up  from  the  interested  lads,  garbed 
in  all  sorts  of  costumes,  from  pajamas  and  nightgowns  to 
full  clothes  and  almost  none. 

They  did  not  notice  two  figures  which  slipped  up  the 
stairs  and  stood  quietly  watching  the  exciting  scene.  But 
the  two  on  the  stairs  said  never  a  word  of  protest  until  the 
^raee  was  ended  and  the  revelers  let  loose  a  perfect  explo¬ 
sion  of  yells  and  whoops  of  exultation. 

“Great  Scott!”  cried  Dick  as  he  glanced  in  the  direc¬ 
tion  of  the  stairs. 

“What  is  it?”  asked  Sam,  whirling  about. 

“It’s  the  principal  and  Professor  Watts!”  said  Chester 
in  awestricken  tones,  and  instantly  a  hush  fell  over  the 
noisy  boys. 

^-hutnson  and  his  friends  rose  up  when  they  saw  the  cause 
of  the^i^tSfruption. 

“Now  we’ve  got  ’em  fixed,”  said  Benson,  seeing  a  ray 
of  hope.  * 

“Professor,  they’re  hazing  us!”  cried  Nash  Clayton. 

“Yes,  Mr.  Principal,  they’re  beating  the  life  out  of  us, 
and  it’s  against  the  rules  of  the  academy,”  said  Benson  in 
a  plaintive  .voice.  You  would  have  supposed  him  to  be 
the  most  innocent-minded  student  in  the  whole  school. 

“It  does  look  as  if  there  was  some  sort  of  hazing  going 
on  here,  I  will  admit,”  said  the  principal,  pretending  to  be 
verv  serious. 


The  east  entry  boys  were  a  pretty  glum-looking  lot  by 
this  time.  They  were  caught  with  the  goods  on,  and  no 

A 

mistake. 

“I  think  I  ought  to  punish  this  hazing  to  the  full  limit 
of  the  rules  of  the  academy,”  said  the  principal,  closely 
watching  Benson.' 

That  young  man  believed  that  his  tactics  had  now  com¬ 
pletely  fooled  the  principal,  and  he  beamed  with  pleas¬ 
ure. 

“  Oh,  I  hope  you  do,  principal,  for  they’re  a  tough  bunch. 
This  is  not  the  worst  thing  they’ve  been  doing.” 

“Why,  what  do  you  mean?”  asked  the  principal. 

“I  mean  that  they  have  been  stealing  stuff  from  the  stores 
of  the  dining-room,  and  that’s  why  they’re  hazing  us  now. 
We  knew  about  it,  and  they  are  trying  to  scare  us  so  that 
we  won’t  peach  on  them.” 

“Is.  that  so?”  asked  the  principal.  “How  do  you  know 
this  ?” 

“I — I — I  saw  one  of  their  crowd  bring  a  bunch  of  stuff 
around  here  the  other  evening,  and  up  into  his  room ;  and 
Pete,  the'  janitor,  tells  me  that  they  have  been  doing  it 
right  along,  especially  this  Daresome  and  his  roommate.” 

Sam  Th’orpe,  of  course,  did  not  know  about  this  new 
development,  for  Dick  had  not  had  time  to  tell  him  about 
it.  So  be  fairly  boiled  with  indignation. 

“It’s  a  lie,  and  I’ll  break  your  ugly  mug  for  saying  ifcl” 


“What 
“It  b  an 


b  the  meaning  of  this?” 
infraction  of  the  rules  t4 


asked  Professor  Watts, 
make  a  racket  like  this 


it  any  time,  especially  after  the  cl^sing-up 


hour. 


he  cried. 

OnW  the  combined  efforts  of  several  of  the  lads  kept 
the  two  apart. 
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The  principal  continued,  like  a  prosecuting  attorney: 

“What  have  they  done  with  it?”  asked  lie. 

“1  heard  one  of  them  saying  they  had  hid  it  in  the  fire¬ 
place,”  said  Benson  boldly.  “I  heard  them  whisper  it  to¬ 
night  while  they  had  ns  tied  up  here.” 

“Then  we’ll  look,”  said  the  principal,  and  Benson  and 
Clayton  smiled  impudently  at  Dick  and  Sam.  They 
were  sure  now  that  their  ^revenge  was  at  last  consum¬ 
mated.  — 

The  principal  walked  into  Dick  Daresome’s  room,  while 


the  students  stood  aghast,  fearing  some  terrible  disclo-  and  claytoD,  and  their  crowd,  sneaked  down  the 


sure 


“Come  right  in  and  see — I  want  all  you  boys  to  be 
witnesses  in  this  affair,”  said  Professor  Watts. 

Benson  and  Clayton  boldly  marched  in  to  see  their  en¬ 
emy’s  undoing. 

The  principal  reached  for  the  tin  cover  of  the  fireplace, 
pulled  it  aside  and  held  it  out  of  the  way  so  that  the  others 
could  see  behind  it. 

There  was  nothing  in  the  grate. 

“What!”  cried  Benson  unguardedly  as  his  jaw  fell. 

“Well,  I’ll  be  doggoned !”  said  Clayton  in  surprise. 

The  principal  was  looking  at  the  two  sternly. 

“Now,”  said  he,  “I  have  trapped  you  fellows.  I  know 
that  it  was  you  who  plotted  this  way  to  ruin  the  reputa 
tions  of  two  manly  boys,  who  have  made  friends  through¬ 
out  the  school  because  of  their  honesty  and  ability.  Pete, 
the  janitor,  has  confessed  to  me  that  he  brought  the  articles 
here  at  your  orders.” 

“It’s  not  true!  He’s  drunk!”  said  Benson  in  confusion. 

“Yes,  it  is  true,”  said  the, principal ;  “and  furthermore, 
I  understand  perfectly  about  this  hazing  business.  You 
boys  are  not  manly  enough  to  take  your  medicine  and  ad¬ 
mit  your  part  in  the  affair.  You  think  you  can  fool  your 
teachers.  Just  remember  this,  that  your  teachers  and  pro¬ 
fessors  are  not  so  old  as  you  think.  We  all  had  our  own 
good  times  when  we  were  at  school,  not  so  many  years  ago. 
That’s  wliy  we  overlook  a  good  deal 

“But - ”  began  Clayton. 


further  attempt  at  Ibis  cowardly  hazing  will  mean  the  ex¬ 
pulsion  of  the  offenders.” 

“We  didn’t - ”  began  Benson,  trying  to  regain  the 

ground  he  had  lost. 

But  the  principal  was  not  to  be  stopped. 

“Don’t  interrupt  me,”  lie  said  curtly.  “This  affair  is 
closed  as  far  as  the  office  is  concerned.  I  have  discharged 
the  janitor,  and  if  I  hear  of  any  more  collusion  between 
students  and  servants  of  the  academy  there  will  he  trouble. 
You  boys  from  the  other  entry  will  leave  at  once  for  your 


»  , 


stairs  like  whipped  curs.  The  principal  turned  toward  Dick 
and  Sam  as  he  started  down  the  steps  himself. 

“You  boys  are  the  kind  that  Merrivale  Academy  wants. 
When  you  get  out  in  real  life  you  will  come  in  contact  every 
day  with  sneaks  and  cowards.  You  must  meet  and  "san- 
quish  them  as  you  did  these  fellows  to-night.  ’ 

“Three  cheers  for  the  principal!”  cried  Dick,  and  thyy 

were  given  with  a  will. 

“Thank  you,  boys,”  said  the  official  with  a  smile.  “Can 
I  ask  you  for  one  more  thing  before  I  go,  and  you  all  turn 

into  bed?” 

“Yes,  sir!”  they  cried. 

“Then  I  wish  you’d  give  the  professor  and  myself  one  of 
those  black  masks  on  the  floor  there,  as  souvenirs  of  the 
eventful  battle  between  Dick  Daresome  and  the  midnight 

hazers.” 
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“Don’t  break  into  this  conversation,”  said  the  professor, 
so  angry  that  he  spoke  in  a  loud  tone:  “the  principal 
and  I  know  all  about  this  affair.  You  boys  forget  that 
you  are  in  another  dormitory  than  your  own,  fully  dressed, 
and  that  the  boys  you  accuse  of  hazing  were  in  their  own 
rooms  and  not  dressed. 

“It’s  just  a  bit  of  circumstantial  evidence.  You  boys 
came  over  here  to  haze  these  new  boys,  and  you  were  beaten 
at  your  own  game.  To-morrow,  and  hereafter,  you  will 
be  the  laughing  stock  of  the  entire  academy.  You  deserve 
it.  For  that  reason  I  am  going  to  let  this  whole  matter 
go,  and  let  this  ridicule  be  your  punishment.  But  any 


THE  END. 


These  school  adventures  get  more  exciting  every  week. 
The  next  of  these  enthralling  stories  is  called  “DICK 
DARESOME’S  BOLD  RESCUE;  OR,  SAVING  THE 
ACADEMY  GIRLS.”  Be  sure  to  get  it,  in  ^uinber.1^*? 
“Wide  Awake  Weekly.”  It  tells  of  a  great  Ssntiockey 


game,  of  many  thrilling  feats  of  bravery,  and  shows  how 


Dick  steals  a  march  on  liis  rival.  OUT  NEXT  WEEK ! 


SPECIAL  NOTICE:  All  back  numbers  of  this  weekly 

are  always  in  print.  If  you  cannot  obtain  them  from  any 

* 

newsdealer,  send  the  price  in  money  or  postage  stamps  by 
mail  to  FRANK  TOU$EY,  PUBLISHER.  24  UNION 
SQUARE,  NEW  YORK,  and  you  will  receive  the  copies 
you  order  by  return  maid. 
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loose  in  the  neighborhood  and  destroy  the  snakes’  k!lt,  hlS 
neighbors  do  not  feel  so  inclined,  and  the  snakes  ilou 


CHOICE  READING  MATTER. 


The  latest  device  in  telegraphy  is  a  telegraphi  g  yp  • 

It  can  be  attached  to  and  placed  under  any  ordinary  yP  ^ 

says  the  “Electrical  World.”  When  so  connected  11  b®com® 
complete  sending  and  receiving  telegraph  instrument, ^and  ^ 
sending  and  receiving  instruments  record  the  messag  • 
only  experience  required  is  that  of  an  operator  w0.lkm^h  ^ 
writer.  The  message  is  sent  in  the  same  manner ■m  w  *  * 

would  proceed  to  write  a  letter  on  an  ordinary  yp '  ’ 

This  same  message  will  be  received  on  the  receivi  ag  yp 
exactly  as  it  appears  on  the  sending  one.  In  some  respects 

it  resembles  the  familiar  stock  ticker  an  o  ...  e 

graph  instruments,  but  unlike  these  it  makes  possible  the  us 
of  capital  and  small  letters  as  in  ordinary  letter  writing  The 

receiving  machine  records  the  message  just  as  The  original 

gives  what  corresponds  to  a  carbon  copy  made  on  the  ongm  1 

machine.  There  is  said  to  be  no  chance  for  mistakes.  T^ 

machine  takes  down  the  message  oust  as  sent. 

human  receiver  to  make  a  mistake  by  faulty  hearing  or  care- 
human  receiver  tu  rn  present  Morse 

lessness  or  neglect,  as  is  the  case  wim  tu  y 
system  of  dots  and  dashes  in  use  all  over  the  world. 


When  a  traveler  in  Baden  desires  to  send  a  telegram  while 
Vl^r'is-Qn  the  train,  he  writes  the  message  on  a  post-card,  puts  on 
\  stamfrrand  drops  it  into  the  letter-box.  At  the  next  station 
the  box  is  emptied  and  the  message  sent. 


,  a  lady  in  Paris,  during  a  violent  quarrel  with  her  husband, 
Wled  a  soda-water  siphon  at  him.  He  dodged,  and  it  missed 
lim ;  it  went  through  a  window,  dropped  into  a  passing'motor- 
cab  and  exploded  like  a  bomb.  The  four  occupants  of  the  cab 
were  seriously  cut  about  the  face  and  hands. 


RIB  TICKLERS. 


Model-Pardon  me,  sir,  but  isn’t  there  another  artist  in  this 
building?  Artist-Well,  that  is  a  matter  of  opinion.  There 
is  another  felldw  who  paints. 


The  Memorial  Baptist  Chiirch,  of  Hartford,  Conn.,  has  ex- 
perienced  a  great  falling  off  in  the  attendance  of  married  wom¬ 
en  Their  excuse  is  that  they  had  to  attend  to  their  children. 
The  trustees  are  about  to  annex  a  “bawl-room,”  for  the  recep- 
tion  and  care  of  children  while  the  mothers  are  attending 
their  religious  devotions. 


“Why  don’t  you  state  your  ideas  in  simple  laQS“af®  ^ 
everybody  can  comprehend?”  “My  friend,”  answered  the  lec- 
turer,  “what  is  the  use  of  inviting  argument. 


“It  takes  a  great  deal  of  intelligence  to  amass  a  colossal  for- 
tune.”  “Yes,”  answered  Mr.  Dustin  Stax,  and  a 
to  know  just  what  to  do  with  it  when  you’ve  got  it. 


Mice  succeeded  in  nullifying  a  will  made  by  John Arrow 
—-rth  of  San  Francisco.  One  clause  of  the  will  awarded  $5,000 
-  %Wnurse,  Mrs.  Mary  Brown.”  When  the  will  was 
offered  for  probate,  it  was  seen  tfeat  in  the  Place  once  occu 
pied  by  the  signature  there  was  a  ragged  hole,  evidently  ma 
by  mice,  which  had  eaten  away  the  testator’s  name. 


“I  fear  no  foe  in  shining  armor,”  sang  the  man  at  a  con¬ 
cert.  “Don’t  you,  old  chap?”  grumbled  the  bachelor  in  the 
front  row.  “Then  you  try  and  open  a  sardine  tin  wi 

pocket-knife.’ 


99 


Bananas  are  now  cooled  in  the  cars  The  chilled  air  is  in 
jected  into  the  cars  and  allowed  to  fill  the  interstices  of  the 
cargo  until  it  is  all  thoroughly  cooled.  The  cais  are  th  P 
tially  closed  and  radiation  prevented  as  much  as  possible,  a 
under  these  conditions  the  cargo  is  carried  on  to  t 

rating  point,  where  a  new  supply  of  cold  air  is  injected  and  a 

3UmhintexQ^rature  produced. 


Hicks— If  patience  was  a  virtue,  Loeffer  is  one  of  the  most 
virtuous. men  on  earth.  Wicks-Got  lots  d  paUence,  eh? 
Hicks— Yes;  he’s  been  sitting  around  for  about  ten  years 

waiting  for  work. 


“No  sir,”  said  Peckham,  “I  won’t  accept  that  picture.  It 
.  ”  4  l0Ak  iike  my  wife  at  all.”  “Well,  you  ought  to  be 
thankful  for  that,”  replied  the  artist,  “but  some  men  are  so 
easily  pleased  that  it’s  difficult  to  please  them. 


.r  r  .rxr 

uninjured. 


“When  I  landed  in  Chicago,”  said  the  self-made  “an,  ‘‘I 
fMdn’t  have  a  cent  in  my  pocket.”  “Huh,”  rejoinec  the  or 
nary  person  “when  I  landed  in  Chicago  I  didn’t  have  even 
a  pocket.”  '“Why,  how’s  that?”  queried  the  party  of  the 
prelude.  “I  was  born  here,’  explained  the  O.  . 


i  fiohino’  nlnpp  over  in  Greene  County,  N.  Y., 
‘•htchriCs  but  little  Vlsited^and  short 

lffiong  ^“.“"^the  take  A  GermaMWbo  has  a  truck  farm 
fieri  away  from  the  iaKe.  m  Vp^ptables  to  Hudson 

jear  the  lake  and  who  ar  ngs  rfjhe  snakes  are  so  numer- 

very  spring  and  get  Hue  of  his  neighbors  to 

r  ararawts  .. ... 


Young  Wife— I  want  you  to  promise  me  one  thing.  If  we 
would  avoid  trouble,  we  must  live  within  ^  mcans  aud^ 
help  me  in  doing  this  I  want  your  promise  that  you  will  n 
run  in  debt  Young  Husband— I  will  promise,  my  lo\  , 
ever  ^get  in  debt  I’ll  let  the  other  fellows  do  the  running. 


“The  Scotch,”  said  Secretary  Wilson,  of 
Agriculture  “are  certainly  a  witty  people.  Now,  there  was 
a  visitor  in’ the  little  town  of  Bowdoin  who,  on  looking  about, 
«w  To  chHdren,  but  only  grown  men  and  women  He  worn 
dered  at  this,  and  finally,  meeting  a  weazened  old  inan 
the  street,  inquired,  ‘How  often  are  children  born  in  thfis 
town?’  ‘Only  once,’  the  man  replied,  as  he  proceeded  on  h 

i  way.” 


28 


WIDE  AWAKE  WEEKLY. 


Frank  C roly's  Leap  to  Fortune 


By  Horace  Appleton. 


“He  is  a  jeweler,  this  man*  Aldrich,  and  a  great  nabob 
back  in  Mont  Ville,  though  there  are  not  many  who  need 
mourn  about  his  being  on  the  last  express  east  to-night.” 

Such  w'ere  the  fragments  of  a  subdued  conversation  to  which 
Frank  Croly  had  absently  listened  while  in  a  rough  shanty 
saloon  a  half  mile  up  the  river;  and  somehow  it  all  haunted 
him  now  as  he  sat  in  the  midnight  solitude  of  his  isolated 
little  camp.  What  was  meant  by  the  chuckling  allusions  of 
the  two  shabby  strangers?  he  questioned.  And  how  did  they 
happen  to  know  Jeweler  Aldrich  of  Mont  Ville,  and  to  be 
cognizant  of  the  comings  and  goings  of  that  notable  per¬ 
sonage? 

And  then  his  thoughts  went  back  to  far  Mont  Ville,  a  fa¬ 
miliar  suburb  of  the  great  city  on  the  other  side  of  the  conti¬ 
nent.  He  saw  again  the  big  brick  Aldrich  mansion,  the  ex¬ 
tensive  conservatory,  the  handsome  stdbles,  the  broad  grounds, 
and  he  relived  a  little  scene  which  had  been  enacted  there 
not  so  much  more  than  a  year  ago. 

Again  he  was  planting  and  pruning  among  the  shrubbery, 
and  with  him  was  a  sweet  child-woman,  the  playmate  of  his 
boyhood,  the  love  of  his  manhood,  and  the  idolized  only 
daughter  of  the  haughty  master  of(  the  house,  who  had  at 
the  moment  chanced  that  wray,  and  so,  incidentally,  learned 
the  innocent  secret  of  their  plighted  affection. 

“Your  audacity  is  unpardonable,  sir,”  he  again  heard  his 
employer  say.  “Your  presumption  is  an  insult  to  my  daughter, 
sir.  You  are  dismissed  from  our  service,  sir.” 

He  relived  the  little  scene  of  dismissal.  He  again  saw  the 
saddened  and  drooping  figure  of  her  whom  he  loved;  he  again 
heard  the  arrogant  tones  of  the  man  who  despised  him  be¬ 
cause  of  his  honest  poverty.  Again  he  felt  all  the  sting  of 
contumely,  all  the  indignation,  and  now  with  a  pang  of  added 
grief. 

Then  he  had  a  sanguine  anticipation  that  he  might  prosper 
out  here  in  the  affluent  West,  that  he  might  gain  some  fortune 
or  distinction  which  would  dignify  him  in  the  esteem  of  the 
supercilious  man  who  had  held  him  in  such  contemptuous 
indifference.  But  as  yet  he  had  been  the  hero  of  no  marvelous 
adventure,  nor  had  any  “Arabian  Nights”  genii  vouchsafed 
him  a  magic  lamp  to  light  him  to  undiscovered  caves  of  gems 
and  gold. 

He  had  attained  nothing,  and.  he  possessed  nothing — nothing 
except  his  two  strong  hands,  his  busy  brain  and  ever  baf¬ 
fled  will,  and  his  little  brown  mustang,  the  petted  and  intelli¬ 
gent  creature  whose  glossy  neck  was  his  pillow  by  night  and 
whose  fleet  limbs  were  his  reliance  ' by  day. 

Marian  Aldrich  seemed  receding  further  and  further  away 
as  he  sat  there  alone  in  the  midnight  shadows  of  his  isolated 
camp  and  pondered  upon  the  fragmentary  conversation  of 
the  two  shabby  strangers.  Their  chuckling  allusions  haunted 
him  as  he  sat  there  listening  to  the  brawling  of  the  river,  and 
gazing  aimlessly  up  the  widening  defile,  where  the  serpen¬ 
tine  glitter  of  steel  rails  showed  dimly  through  the  starless 
gloom. 

As  he  gazed  he  became  conscious  that  something  was  mov¬ 


KT 
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ing  stealthily  about  the  track  just  where  the  widening  paR«r 
trended  around  a  precipitous  curve,  and  as  he  watched  the 
moving  object,  with  a  flash  and  a  shock  he  understood  what 
the  chucklings  and  allusions  had  meant. 

The  men  were  train  robbers.  The  express  was  to  be  de-* 
railed  and  the  wrecked  were  to  be  pillaged.  In  another  hour  ; 
the  deep  pass  beneath  him  would  be  strewn  with  the  dead — ' 
would  resound  with  the  moans  and  cries  of  the  mangled 
and  dying.  t  ^ 

But  there  was  yet  timen:o  avert  the  disaster;  if  he  could 
only  clamber  down  unheard  and  unseen,  he  could  speed  uj) 
the  track,  signal  the  train,  and  the  threatened  lives  would 
be  saved. 

He  sprang  to  his  feet  and  took  a  pace  forward,  his  counte¬ 
nance  startled,  his  eyes  resolute  beneath  his  knitted  brows; 
but  at  the  moment  his  arms  were  seized  by  somebody  from 
behind,  a  cord  was  whipped  dexterously  about  his  wrists: 
he  was  forced  backward  to  his  seat  on  the  little  knoll 


e 
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“No  you  don’t,”  the  somebody  said,  with  an  imprecation 
and  a  jarring  laugh.  “But  the  train  will  be  signaled-- 


are  not  butchers.  All  we  want  are  the  valuables,  ahd  if  we 


are  not  resisted  not  a  soul  will  be  harmed,  excepting,  per 


■l 


haps,  a  little  grudge  of  my  own  I  purpose  to  settle  with  thf 
Mont  Ville  nabob;  and  about  that  I  reckon  you  yourself  migh 
have  for  me  a  fellow  feeling,  my  boy,”  he  added  meaningly, 
as  he  adroitly  whipped  another  cord  about  the  ankles  of  the 
young  man. 


1 


d 


Frank  had  attempted  no  struggle,  which  would  be  a  useless 
expenditure  of  strength,  and  less  wise  than  to  temporize  with 
his  assailant,  he  swiftly  reflected.  And  somehow  the  burly 
shape  and  the  coarse  accents  did  not  seem  wholly  unfamiliar 
to  him,  and  as  he  peered  keenly  at  the  grim  visage  before 

him  he  recognized  a  reckless  and  malicious  individual  who 

0 

had  once  been  coachman  at  Mont  Ville.  He  knew,  too,  what 
was  the  grudge  which  was  to  be  settled  by  wreckage,- ,  tr 
and  worse.  The  coachman  had  been  discharged,  and  for  glar¬ 
ing  incompetency,  no  doubt;  but,  all  the  same,  the  master  of 
Mont  Ville  had  been  needlessly  and  offensively  harsh. 

But  then  Jabez  Aldrich  was  a  hard  and  harsh  man  always 
— had  he  not,  indeed,  reason  enough  to  know  that  himself? 
Frank  meditated.  And  after  all,  why  should  he  risk  his  life 
to  save  a  man  against  whom  he  had  verily  his  own  bitter 
grievance?  Why  not  let  the  train  robbers  consummate  their 
diabolical  deed  unhindered,  and  let  his  enemy^nris  ,0..  the 
vengeance  of  another?  Would  not  sw’eet  Marian  all  t sooner 
be  his  bride  if  there  were  no  arbitrary  father  to  interpose 
between  her  heart  and  his? 


His  thoughts  were  swift  as  lightning  flashes  as  he  sat  so 
seemingly  passive  upon  the  grassy  fnound  to  which  he  had 
been  forced  back,  bound  hand  and  foot. 

“I  reckon  you’ll  do,”  his  assailant  said,  as  he  surveyed  the 
young  man,  who  seemed  so  obligingly  quiescent.  “But  if  you 
might  have  a  notion  to  slip  your  moorings,  just  have  the  sound 


sense  to  mind  that  there  is  the  muzzle  of  a  ready  muske 
not  twenty  feet  away  over  by  the  road,  where  I  was  delegate 
picket,”  he  concluded,  menacingly,  as  he  turned  anji  staT 
toward  the  doubtful  p<_,it  of  honor. 

“An  admirable  pick  t  you  are,”  Frank  thought  as  t 
tiously  tried  the  stabiftty  of  the  cord  which  had  been  *  r 
about  his  wrists,  amkiwhich  yielded  slowly  to  every  *  *** 
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c:  his  s’ isHi-S  young  muscles,  until  at  length  lie  drew  one  sup-" 
pie  hand  loose  and  free.  ‘Aou  were  very  correct,  my  friend. 
I  rather  reckon  myself  that  I  shall  do — you!” 

The  next  second  he  had  unloosed  the  cord  from  his  ankles, 
and  transferred  his  hat  and  coat  to  a  conveniently  sized  bush 
on  the  knoll  beside  him;  and  then,  with  a  satisfied  glance  at 
the  hurriedly  improvised  dummy,  he  let  himself  down  among 
:'!e  shadowy  shrubs  and  moved  noiselessly  away. 

.  But  his  perils  had  only  begun.  To  clamber  down  to  the  ob¬ 
structed  track  would  be  certain  death  from  the  bullets  of  the 
vigilant  desperadoes,  and  there  was  but  one  way  to  evade  the 


jobbeiv  picket  and  gain  the  unguarded  road. 

“And  that  way  will  be  death  to  my  poor  mustang,  perhaps, 
and  me,”  he  thought,  as  he  caressed  the  intelligent  creature 
which  had  been  his  companion  for  many  a  lonely  night  and 

i  weary  day. 

*  And  once  again  he  hesitated  irresolutely.  Why  should  he 
sacrifice  all  and  risk  all  to  save  a  man  whose  insults  had  "3 o 
stung  and  wronged  him — to  save  a  life  which  was  between 
him  and  his  dearest  love  and  sweetest  desire? 

Fe- juoment  he  gazed  undecidedly  up  the  perilous  path 
*  ^he  must  dare  if  he  would  stop  the  train  in  safety. 

I  path  was  his  only  way,  and  was  undoubtedly  deemed 
k  sentinel  robber  to  be  utterly  impassable.  There  were 
y  rods,  perhaps,  of  level  sward,  and  then  a  chasm — a  sec¬ 
tion  of  the  defile  vwhich  here  put  forth  an  arm  encircling  the 
.entire  rise  of  ground  where  he  had  fixed  his  little  camp.  The 
yawning  fissure  was  choked  with^rocks  and  trees,  and  a  leap 
across  the  jagged  space  might  indeed  mean  destruction  alike 
fto  horse  and  rider. 

But  his  hesitation  was  brief.  The  soul  of  the  hero  was 
within  him,  and  he  had  no  time  to  lose,  for  in  a  few  short 
moments  more  the  unwarned  express  must  rush  into  the 
obstructed  defile. 

His^eyes  flamed,  and  his  face  showed  pallid  through  the 
gloom'  Wit  sprang  to  the  back  of  his  willing  mustang. 

A  caressing  touch,  an  inspiriting  command,  and  the  fleet 
creature  was  away  like  a  bird.  A  whir  of  night  wind  about 
him,  the  whiz  of  a  bullet  behind  him,  and  then  the  black  cleft 

yawning  beneath  him. 

» 

The  next  second  there  was  the  thud  of  hoofs  on  the  oppo¬ 
site  bank,  then  the  crumbling  of  earth  and  the  rattle  of  stones. 
He  felt  himself  falling.  He  clutched  wildly  at  a  pendant  tree 
Z&iifc&^and  a  second  later  he  was  lying,  unharmed,  on  the 
sCfid  groim^faixd  his  mustang  was  struggling  somewhere'  in 
he  yawning  blackness  below. 

With  a  aigh  for  his  unlucky  horse,  he  sprang  to  his  feet, 
'md  rushed  away  in  a  wild  race,  -which  might  be  unavailing, 
after  all,  he  feared.  Each«second  seemed  a  century  as  he 
eyed  onward.  Great  drops  of  perspiration  streamed  down  his 
ball  ess  forehead,  his  feet  were  bruised  and  bleeding,  when  at 
£-'st  he  gained  the  level  track,  and  none  too  soon. 

*/The  express  was  already  nearing  the  defile,  when,  with  a 
superhuman  shout,  he  sprang  into  the  very  blaze  of  the  head- 
and  waved  a  half-frenzied  warning,  which  was  not  dis¬ 
regarded. 

What,  followed  he  could  never  very  distinctly  recollect.  He 
knew  ’ hat  the  train  robbers  were  thwarted,  that  he  was 
cheered  (  dly,  and  that  he  was  to  have  a  recompense  which 

hfe  bad  n</  »-  vined.  \ 

lor  Ja  I'd  rich,  harsh  and  faulty  as  Vie  had  ever  been, 


was  capable  of  a  cordial  admiration  for  an  admirably  heroic 
deed. 

‘‘You  must  come  back  to  us,  Frank,”  he  said,  almost  affec¬ 
tionately,  just  before  the  express  resumed  its  interrupted  way. 
“I  was  unjust  to  you,  and  I  wish  to  make  amends.  And  be¬ 
sides,  our  Marian  is  unhappy  without  you,”  he  finished,  with  a 
significance  which  the  young  man  could  not  misinterpret.  > 

The  dawn  was  breaking  when  he  went  back  to  his  little 
camp.  He  dreaded  to  approach  the  chasm.  He  could  only 
believe  his  faithful  mustang  was  lying,  mangled  and  dead,  on 
the  rocky  bottom  of  the  fissure.  But  a  familiar  neigh  joyfully 
greeted  him  as  he  clambered  down  where  a  mass  of  debris 
marked  his  daring  leap.  The  nimble  animal  had  gone  down 
with  the  soft  falling  earth  and  was  quite  unharmed. 

And  something  yet  more  surprising  awaited  him.  As  he 
gazed  up  where  the  crumbling  earth  had  bared  the  more  solid 
clay,  he  espied  something  glittering  and  shimmering  through 
a  tangle  of  naked  tree  roots,  and  as  he  crept  upward,  inch 
by  inch,  and  incredulously  examined  the  spot,  he  began  to 
realize  what  he  beheld  was  gold — precious,  shining  gold! 

He  did  not  returg  to  Mont  Ville  and  Marian  straightway, 
as  he  had  intended.  He 'remained  until  he  had  secured  his 
claim  to  the  locality  which  was  the  scene  of  his  adventure, 
and  then  he  sent  a  pardonably  exultant  message  to  his  be¬ 
trothed  bride: 

“I  am  coming  back  to  you  a  richer  man  than  even  your 
esteemed  father,”  he  wrote.  “I  reserve  explanations  for  verbal 
communication;  but  perhaps  I  can  comprehensively  announce 
that  upon  a  certain  occasion  I  leaped  straight  into  the  depths 
of  an  undiscovered  gold  mine.” 

And  that  was  the  story  of  Frank  Croly’s  leap  to  fortune. 

I 

- - - ^ 

The  wild  goat  of  Hawaii  has  in  recent  years  become  a  seri¬ 
ous  menace  to  agriculture  in  various  parts  of  the  Territory. 
Secure  among  the  almost  inaccessible  cliffs  of  the  mountains, 
thousands  of  these  nimble  animals  find  a  congenial  home,  and 
although  no  systematic  efforts  have  as  yet  been  inaugurated 
for  exterminating  them,  they  are  nevertheless  extremely  wary 
and  difficult  to  approach.  All  of  the  islands  in  the  group  have 
large  areas  of  extremely  broken  and  rugged  mountain  country, 
of  no  value  except  for  the  watersheds  they  afford,  but  this  is 
of  greatest  importance.  Although  the  rainfall  on  the  wind¬ 
ward  sides  of  the  islands  is  very  heavy,  in  some  instances 
ranging  as  high  as  twenty  or  thirty  ' inches  a  month,  the  lee 
sides,  in  many  cases,  get  almost  no  rain  at  all,  all  the  moisture 
being  wrung  from  the  steady  northeast  trade  winds  by  the  chill 
of  the  high  altitude  of  the  great  volcanic  mountain  ranges  over 
which  they  pass.  These  dry  districts,  in  many  instances,  have 
splendid  soils,  and  extensive  irrigation  systems  have  been 
built  to  carry  the  water  from  the  wet  sides  of  the  mountains 
in  order  that  they  may  be  cultivated.  But  owing  to  the  pre¬ 
cipitous  nature  of  the  mountains,  and  the  porous  character  of 
the  volcanic  formations,  without  a  good  covering  of  forest 
growth  to  hold  the  rain,  the  greater  part  of  it  runs  off  to  the 
ocean  in  foaming  torrents  almost  as  fast  as  it  is  precipitated. 
The  Territorial  Government  is  doing  much  in  the  way  of 
forest  planting,  and  in  the  encouragement  of  forestry,  but  its 
work  has  in  some  instances  at  least  been  undone  by  the  wild 
goats  and  cattle.  Not  only  do  the  goats  destroy  the  foliage 
of  the  smaller  vegetation,  but  when  this  supply  falls  short  they 
dig  out  and  eat  the  tender  roots.  Goat  hunting  is  a  popular 
diversion  in  some  parts  of  the  Territory,  and  as  a  sport  is 
by  no  means  to  be  despised.  Although  the  animals  are  numer¬ 
ous,  it  requires  some  hard  tramping  and  climbing  to  get  t# 
their  haunts,  and  then  a  true  aim,  and  good  eye  for  distance 
in  order  to  have  much  success.  Occasionally  parties  are  or¬ 
ganized,  and  a  week  or  more  spentf  in  goat  shooting,  with  the 
result  that  sometimes  several  hundred  are  slaughtered. 
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